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TRAGEDY AT 8T. R;

T. FRANK'S was stunndt.
The terrible tragedy whichi had oe-
cured during the night had shocked
boys and masters enormously. Colonel

Howard Clinton, the former Housemaster of
tha Calleoe Honsae. had heen found in hia

WUINWIIDBT U .

Dr. Staflford bad taken this step after the
colonel had been insane enough to dress the
juniors under his control in a welrd uniform.
And the pfevious evening the Houscmaster
bad received his marching orders.

And now this morning he was dead!

Quite early the discovery had hcen made.
There was no doubt whatever that the
colonel had been brutally murdered. But St.
Frank's was not exactly stunned by thia
tragedy, awful though it was. The terriblg
cvent which had bereft the boys of thelr
equanimity was the arrcst of Dr. 8tafford.

The Head of 8t. Frank's had bheen taken
away by the police, charged with the wilful
murder of Colonel Clinton!

This was the moaet appalling of all. The
fellows wero shocked at the fate which had
befallen Colonel Clinton, but he was not
exnctly mourned. Throughont the whole
College Houee he had been cordially dctested.
80 it was Jittle wonder that the bhoys
received the news of his death without going
iato hysterice.

And the tragedy wns dwarfed beside the
catastrophe to the Head. Dr. Staflord was
reapected and honoured by all; a fine old
gentleman, kindly and generous, it was an
outrage ta belleve that hc eould be guilte
of murder.-

Not one hoy in ten doubted his innocence.
Tho juviors, particularl%. did not trouble to
look at the c¢vidcnce. Th
in the Head, and bhelieved in him staunchly
aud foyally,

¢y had hlind faith |

| this bhefore. 1

b LI 1 1 LS | WUric uvouuituy Dy uncesxy uounve.
1 kncew all the facts, too, for | was in a
nnique position at St. Frank’'s. Mr. Nelwon
Lee, my guv'nor, occupied the @sition ut
Housemaster in the Ancient House, and ther.
were very few things he kept back from e,

Saturally.klw_was‘imcstluatlng this_(-rimc-.

- o

cuv'por had said to me, soon after the
Head's arrest. °** Yon may tuke that as =
wsitive fact. The evidence, [ will admit, i
lack, and Inspector Jameson i3 hardly te he
blamed for the action he took.'’

*He's a rotter, sir!” I declared hotly.

*“ Hardly that, my boy. Jameson helivyved
that he has done his duty., and a murlder
charge., as you are well aware, is the most
scrious of all. With such proof ol the
Head's guilt, it was quite impossaible for him
to remain at liberty. That, at all events, ta
the inspector’s point of view.”

“* Do vyou think the evidence is strone, sar’”
I asked.

Nelson Lee smiled.

It is attogether ton strong, Nipper,” ha
replied smoothly. * It is 20 obvious that it
isa paipably a fake. The inspector. however,
does pot see it in that lght. One of Dr
Statford's slippers was found in the mur-
dered man's stody, bluod-atained. His hand-
kerchivt waa also there, and in a similar con-
dition. But the blackesdt point of all is that
the Headmaster's gullt scems cstabliabest by
the fact that the poker belonging to his own
study set is smeared with blood. It 13
apparently the weapon which way used fur
commitiing the crime. At the present
moment it i3 securely locked up in my caee,
and will await the inspection ol a man {rom
Scotland Yard.”

*The evidence s
remarked thoughtfully.
thought th:

|

pretty strong. 3ir™ %
“[ didn't know ail
tnapuctor hd



arrested the Tead just because of that
quarrel last night.” :

‘“The quarrel bhetwecn Dr. Stafford and
t’olonel Clinton was most violent, and Jame-
son undoubtedly realised the significance of
the affair. But, my dear Nipper, I cannot
bring myself to believe that Dr. Stafford is
guilty. We will assume, just for the sake
of argument, that le actually did kill the
colonel. Would he have left one of his
slippers in Clinton's study?’’

** He might have done in a panie, sir.”

‘It is possible, certainly,” agreed Nelson
Lee. * But that point is scarcely worth con-
sidering, for we have ample evidence to prove
that the murderer did not leave in a panic.
Still assuming that the Head is guilty, we
are faced by the fact that he remained be-
side ‘his wvictim in order to wipe his bands
upon his handkerchicf. Having performed
this calm action, he tossed the handkerchief
into the fireplace. Then he picked up the
poker with which the colonel had been killed
and took it back to his own study. without
cven going to the insignificant trouble of
wiping it. How does it strike you, Nipper?”

‘“ A bit absurd, sir.”

“*Of coursc it is absurd,” agreed the
cuv'nor. * But the police are compelled to
nct upon the evidence they find. It s
terribly unfortnunate that the Head should
have been implicated, but T am hopeful of
votablishing his innocence very shortly. His
position is grave.”

“But who leit the slipper in Clinton's
ctudy, sir?” 1 askcd. “ And who took the
poker to the Head's study?”

*“ Ah, you arc asking questions which ecan-
not be answered at present,” said Nelson
l.ece. ‘It is quite clear, however, that Dr.
Stafford is the victim of a plot. The real
nmurdererr may not have had any grudge
auainst the Head personally, but he took
atvantage of that quarrel to safcguard him-
xeif by casting the suspicion on to Dr
Siaflord. [ have already made a few dis-
coveries.”’

‘* What are they, sir?”’ T asked eagerly.

" You will have to wait, young ‘'un.’’ said
l.re., shaking his head. “I can tell you
nothing further at the moment.”

And although 1 accused him of being
mean, he wouldn't say another word. The
fact that Nelson Lee believed in the Head’s
innocence had a big influence among the
great hulk of the fellows.

Some boys, however. openly sneered, and
stated their helief in the Head's guilt. Fulk
wood and Co., the Nuts of the Ancient
House, appeared to gloat over Dr. Stafford's
great misfortunc.

* Serve him richt, I sayv,” dcclared Full-
wood. ‘' I've always reckoned that the
Head’s temper would lead him into trouble
one day. He’s under arrest, an’ he deserves
to be hanged. Murder's a serious thing."”

““Oh, rot!” said Gulliver uneasily. *1
don’t believe the Head’s guilty—"’

‘* Hasn't he been arrested?”

‘ Yes, but—""

‘“But rats!” sneered Fullwooed. ““ The
police wouldn't hrf®st a man like the Head
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unless the evidence was absolutely conclusive.
1 believe he killed the colonel, anyhow, and
I don’t mind saying it!"

‘* Perhaps you wouldn't mind saying it
again?’’ roarcd Edward Oswald Handforth,
emerging from the Ancient House in time to
hear Fullwood's remarks. ‘ I'd better give
you warning, though, that I'll punch your
nose if you do!"

Fullwood laughed.

‘““Are you going to champion the- old
scoundrel?’’ he jecred. ‘‘1 Dhelieve the Head
killed Colonel Clinton, and I don't care a
rap for your—"

Bang!

F Handforth was as good as his word. His
fist shot out and struck Fullwood's clegant
nose with coneiderable foree. The leadcr
of the Nuts went over backwards with a yell,
and his 3wecll attire was by no means im-

proved by thc sudden contact with the
muddy ground.

“Ow! You—you rotter!"” snarled Full-
wood.

“Get up!”’ bellowed Handforth wrathiully.
“ (zet up, you cad!”

Fullwood was already doing so. but as soon
as he was on his feet Handforth's fist shot
out a sccond time, and again Fullwood went
down.

““Yaroooh!” he howled frantically.

**The first punch I promised you, and the
second punch was for referring to the Hedd
as an old scoundrel!” said Handforth
calmly. ' Understand? If any fellow says
in my hearing that Dr. Stafford’s guilty, I'll

punch him until he can’t stand! That's my
programme!”’
And Handforth glared round him, as

though to dety anybody who would dare te
raise & word of protest. Quite 'a number of
inniors were standing about in groups, and
I was chatting with Sir Montie and Tommy
just inside the lobby.

Momig lessons were over—at least, the
tarce which did duty for morning lessons.
For on this tragic day none of the fcllows
thought about school wurk. And thie masters
cared nothing for maintaining order in the
chlass-rooms. )

It was quite on the cards that the whole
gchool would be =ent home for a week or
two, but this all depended upon the verdict
of the jury at the inquest. If the Head
remained in the hands of the pelice, cbarged
with murder, the whole country would ring
with the story, and it would be necessary to
allow thmgs to quieten down. Moreover, St.
Frank’'s would need a new Headmaster.

The hoys knew nothing of this, of course—
ahout a possiblc break-up, I mean. Nelsan
Lee had told me in confidence, hut he had
also expressed the opinion that Dr. Stafford
_would he back again within a day or two,
frced from all suspicion.

**Yes, I'm determined'!’’ declared Hand-
forth, gazing round him grimly.  ‘‘ Nobody's
roing to breathe a word against the Head
in my presence!”’ :

‘“ You silly ass!’’ shouted Hubbard. ‘“What
about the evidencc? What about tbas
quarrel last night?” '
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Handforth smiled pityingly.

** Bvidence!” he exclaimed with a snort.
“ What the dickens does evidence matter?
W oall know the Mead, T suppose? We all
know that he's a gentleman to his bachbone,
and a kind-hearted old chap gencrally. He
!msr}’-t. bheen proved guilty yet, and until he
is I'm going to stick by him thrcush thick
and thin!”

“ Bravo, Handy!" I said approvingly.

“*No need to asay that,” snapped Hand-
forth. “I'm not doing anything decent )y
speaking vwp for the Head—it’s simply a
matter of duty. It's the duty of cvery

fellow in this school to remain staunch hyv]

Dr. -Statford. Evidence doesn’t matter a rap.
IT it was ten times as black, I'd think just
the same!”’

*“ Dear old hoy, you've got your fanlts,
but you're a rippin® sort of chap at heart,
declared Sir Montic Tregellis-West. ** Begad!?
I'm willing to join your movement ¢hi: in-
stunt. [ believe in the Head right thrench
I do, really. He's.as i-nnnoqnt- §I killing the
colonel as I am!”’

“Of course he is!"” deelared
¢ wlhod d.arcs to say otherwise?™

[} ) 0.'3

Handforth twisted round and found him.
sclf looking at Reginald Pitt.

‘““You--you believe the Head's
rnared Handforth.

““Not at all,*” =aid Pitt calmly. ** But you
darced anybody to say otherwise, Handy. |
don't like being dared. you know. If you'd
care to punch my nose, you're at liberty to
try it on!"”

“ You silly fathead!'" said Hardforth. “I'm
surpriscd at you, Pitt! Joking when the
Head’s lingering in a cold cell, with nothing
but a hard plank to sit on, and staie bread
and cold water to keep him alive! And
you're joking!"

Pitt grinned.

‘““ Your idcas of the Bannington police:
station accommodation are a bit off-vide,
aren’t they?'' he said. *“ It's news to me
that a ‘chap arrested on suspicion is forced
to linger in a cell.”

Mandforth did not deign to reply, but
turncd away with a snitf. He knew well
enough that hie picture had bheen exac.
gerated. But bhe was grimly determined to
carry on his programme. And before the endd
of half an hour quite a number of juniors
were suffering from swollen noses. Tncident-
ally, Handforth’s flst was quite sore. hnt
ready to continue its good work until furthcr
crders if necessary.

And Handforth was not content with deal-
ing with the Remove alone. He tried
it on a member of the Fifth, with disas-
trous consequences. He came acrosa Cham-
bers and Phillips, and the two reniors were
discussing the Head. Phillips was inclined to
scoll at the evidence, but Chambers. who
thought more of himself than anybody else
did, argued that it was quite possible for
the Head, under certain conditions, to have
comnitted the crime. Chambers was pro
bably only voicing that opinion for the sake

Handforth'

auilty "’

of argument, for he waas a decent
fellow in the main.

“ Hallo!' said Chambers suddenly. ** What
do you want?*

Handtorth had pauncd, listening. and
Chm:(-h and McClure were tugging ot him to
continue his way.

“ What's that you are sayin about the
Head?'" asked Handforth grir]rrllyg. '

“ My dear kid, it swouldn't intereat you,"
said Chambers. ** You're not old ecniough to
g0 into these matters.  Personally, [ think
it's amite possible that Dr. Stafford i, guilty

*“ Hold on!" interrupted Handforth. * fMave
you heard my warning®"

“ Your what?"

“My warning!" roared Handforth, It
any fellow expresses the opinion that ¢l
Head is muilty in my hearing, he's coing to
have his nose punched !

FNOIE Y

‘ . R_v. .llnvof". said  Chambers, staring
‘That’s jolly interesting, you know. And
would you punch my nose. Handforth -

Aren’t even the seniors exempt? | certain'y
do think that Dr. Stafford is cuilty.”
“Well, you've asked me for it'"
Handforth resignedly.
He rolled up his sleeves deliberately. inil
Chambers and Phillipa grinned. Handforth's

.
-
.‘!.lltl

chums, on the other hand, were lookin
rather alarmed.
“Don’t boe an ass, Handy'" hissed M-

Clure. ** You can't punch Chambers’'s noe’
And it’s not the thing to inake a seene
the Triangle.”

“ 1 can’t help it ! snapned Handriorth., * |
cave the silly ass a warning.™

Bang!

Handiorth dashed in suddenly, probably
realising that deliberate tactics would he of
no avail. His only chance was to take
Chambers by surprise, and he certainly suc
ceeded in doing that.  The Firth-Former
went over with a yell.

“ Run, you ass!"” gasped McClure,

““ Not likely!” roarcd H:undforth. * This
rotter believes that the Head's euilty, and
I don't make exceptions of anybody. If he's
got any decency in him, he'll admit that he
deserves a swollen nose!"”

Chambers didn’'t admit anything of the
sort. He sprang to his feet and rushed at
Handforth. The next five <econds were most
interesting, from Chambers’s point of view
Handforth was hardly capable of thinkiny.

He recceived about ten blows before he
knew what was happening, and then he sar
down in a puddle with great force. In fact,
the splashes cauzed liberally hespattercd
Church and MecClure, and evea Phillips
received his share.

‘“Oh, my hat!” gasped Handforth daz:dly.

Both Chambers and Phillips marched off,
the former fecling that his duty had been
done. Handforth felt that an earthquake
had happened, and he aat in the puddle a9
though he liked it, making no attempt to get
up.
p“Havlng a hath?"” inquired D2 Valeile.
who happened to be passing.
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“Grayooh!”  mumbled Handforth inco-
herently. ,

“Some chaps have queer tastes,”” went on
e Valerie. 1 should think that water

must be pretty cold, and, anyhow, it dousn’t
look overclean. If you want a hath, Handy.
why don’t you go indoors? It's positively
indecent, sitting out here in full view——"

* You silly ass!"" howled Handforth. jump-
ing up. ‘It was Chambcers who did this!
But 1 punched his nosge!” he added, with
«ndden satisfaction.

De Valcrie grinned.

** You scem to have got the worst of it, old
«wa,” he said calmly. * The result of too
much zeal, I suppose? 1t ought to bc a
lesson to you not to be such a fathead!™

1 don't call myself a fathead for remain-
ing loyal to the Head!” said Handforth
witheringly. * When I take up a stand
nothing shifts me! I'm proud to have sat in
that puddle—absolutely proud!”

* Your idea of pride is very queer, then!"
spiffed McClure. ‘* What price your trucks?”’

** About threepence, I should sayv!” grinned
De Valerie. “1 shouldn't eare to offer you
more tor them. And you must be pretty

cold in the rcar!”

Handforth snorted, and marched off to
change his clothes. Inwardly, he probably
decided to steer clear of Fifth-Formers in
future. But he maintained that he would
cven punch a prefect’s nose, if necessary. 1t
was noticeable, howcver, that when Hand-
forth passed a prefect, he steered very wide.
It was far Lotter to he cautious.

Church and McClure remained in the
Triancle, and they witnessed the arrival of
two gentlemen. 1 witnessed their arrival,
too, with great interest. For one of them
was Sir Rupert Manderley, the chairman of
the Board of Governors; and the other was
C'hief Dctective-Inspector Lennard, of Scot-
land Yard.

The latter, of course, was an old friend of
Ncison Lee’s, and he greected me cordially.
but with unusual gravity. After that bhe and
Sir Rupert lost no time in going to the
gnv'nor's study.

The real investigation was about to com-

mence.
S ‘““*The whole tragedy. Mr. Lee. has
_filled me with horror,” he said un-

steadily. ** Dr. Staffcrd reported to me that
Celonel Clinton was acting in a most out-
rageous fashion, and it was considered yeces-
sary to dismiss the colonel forthwith. But I
never dreamed that such a disaster as this
would ocecur. The school will take years to
recover from such a blow.”

The baronet paced up and down Nelson
Lec's study restlessly.

1 do not suggest that there is no neces-
¢ity to worry,” said. Lee, ‘ but the position
is pot so serious as you seem to imagine, Sir

CHAPTER II.
THE MYSTERIOUS FINGER-PRINTS

IR RUPERT MANDERLEY was very
agitated.

LEE LIBRARY

Rupert. Clinton is dead—murdered—and Dr.
Stafford has been detained by the local
police. But the evidence against Lim is not
overwhelming.”’

**1 really fail to understand you, Mr. Lee,"”
said Sir Rupert. ** By what I gather, Dr.
Stafford’'s guilt has been positively proved.”

Nclon Lee smiled.

““The facts known so far are these,’”” he
said. ** The doctor quarrelled rather severely
with Cknton late last night. The quarrel,
however, was entirely of the co'onel’s making.
He got Dr. Stafford into his study by what
was really a trick—and then insulted him in
the most violent terms. Naturally, the Head
was angered, and he replicd with consider-
able heat. He was fully justified in doing
so. I might also adid that the colonel refused
to allow his visitor to depart, standing be-
fore the door and shouting at the top of his
voice. 1t was Mr. Crowell who went to the
the rescue, and Dr. Stafford at once departed
—very agitated and thorougbly disguster].
He went straight to bed, after giving me the
brief details of the scepe. He was late in
rising this morning, and that i3 not a signi-
cant point. It was only natural that he
should be late.”

*“ But what abcut the other evidence?”’

“I will deal with that now."’ replied Lce.
**One of Dr. Stafford’'s handkerchiefs was
found in the murdered man’s study—grimly
blood-stained. ¥ There was also one of the
Head's slippers there, also blood-stained. The
fellow-slipper was found in Dr.-Stafford’s own
study. The weapon with which the crime was
committed—according to Inspector’s Jame-
son’'s helief-—was the heavy poker from the
Head's fireplace. 1t is certainly smeared with
blood, but there is nothing to actually prove

that it was used to batter the colon¢l to
death.”
Detective-inspector Lennard looked sur-

prised.

‘““ It seems to me that no further proof was
necessary, Lee,”” he remarked. °‘‘The very
fact that that slipper was blood-stained proves
beyond question that Dr. Stafford was in the
dead man’s study after the crime had been
committed. And you must admit that the
poker is a piece of deadly evidence.”

‘ To -all appearances—yes.’’

‘“ Don’t you think the crime was committed
with that poker?”

“I prefer not to say just now,” replied
Nelson Lee calmly.

**You are attempting to shield Dr. Staf-
ford,”” declared Sir Rupert. “ It won't do,
Mr. Lee. Greatly as I respect the doctor—
much as I honour his good work at St.
Frank's—I cannot help coming to the con-
clusion that hc attuacked the colonel in 2
moment of anger. He had provocation, I do
not doubt, bhut the terrible crime can only
be laid at his door.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘1 am very sorry to hear that your faith
in Dr. Staflord is sn badly shaken,” he =aid
quietiy. ‘ Good gracious! The very thnught
is preposterous, Sir Rupert. . What do you
think, Lennard?”’
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The chief-inspector grunted.

‘“ Well, it looks deucedly queer,”” he said
bluntly. “ It's strange that a murdercr
should leave such tracks behind him, but it's
not exactly unusual. It wasn't a premedi-
tated crime, in any case.
have been delivered in a time of fury, and
then panic followed. It's quite likely that
tho Headmaster would leave all those traces.”

““ And it is quite likely, I presume, that he
would calmly go back to bed?" said Lee
grimly. ‘“ You also overlook the fact, Len-
nard, that not one blow was struck, but at
feast twenty. Clinton's head is in a shocking
condition, and I seriously doubt if Dr. Stui-
ford could bave wielded the poker with sufli-
cient force to inflict the injuries. If it
actually comes to the worst—a trial. [ mcan
—-the Head will probably be acquitted upen
the ground that he is incapable of such
strength as the murderer displayed. But it
mustn't come to a trial—it won't. T1'll
guarantee that Dr. Stafford will be at
liberty—without a stain on_his_character -
before the end of the presend welk."

“*Then you must know more than we do.
declared Lennard.

** Well, as a matter of fact, I do,” replind
Nelson Lee. ** There is a very extraordinary
phenomenon with -regard to the poker. If
Dr. Statfford is guilty, it standa to reason that
he handled the poker quite a lot, doesn't it?
It also stands to rcason that he was the
last to grasp the handle—since that portion
of it has not been touched by any tingers
after it was found early this morning.”

*“‘T'hat's right enough,” agreed the chicf-
inspector.
~ ** The finger-prints visible upon it would be
Dr. Staffiprd’s?”’

* Undoubtedly.”

** Before the Head went away to Banning-
ton this morning 1 took the precaution to
ohtain his finger-prints,”” said Nelson Lee.
“1 did so without his being aware of the
fact —by simply making him handle a smooth-
covered book I had prepared. Later on 1
obtained Jameson’'s permission to closely ex-
amince the poker-handle—on the underst: nding
that 1 did not touch it. The inspector was
most careful that you should huve a clear
* dleld, Leonard. He was with me when 1 mude
the experiment, and he will probubly be rere
again before long.”

** But what Jdid you discover?” asked Sir
wpert  anxioualy. “And how could vyou
possibly examine finger-prints on the pok.r,
Mre. Lee? 1 ghould not have thought it pos-
sible to detect any murks whatever upon uch
i smooth surface.”

Nelson Lee asmiled.

He walked over to a cupbhoard, producing
a bunch of keys at the same time. Lee un-
locked the cuphoard. and took out the paker.
It had been resting very carefully, so that
only the tips of it touched. and Nelsca | e»
lcok care to huandle it in the centre. The
poker wag Quite an ordinary article, except
that it was unusuailiy heavy in design. The
handle was of polished brasa and quite
smooth

The blow must |

““Not much to sce with the naked eya, I
will admit.”” remarked the detective. ‘' Bat
under the microscope, Sir Rupert, quite
number of finger-prints atand out most dis-
tinctly. Just look closely."

Both Sir Rupert and Lennard peered (or-
ward. They saw  several [laint, greyish
smudges upon the polished surface, and
these, upon close inspection, revealed them-
selves as distinctive finger-printa.

“ But now is i\, they stand out so boldig?’
asked Sir Rupert.

“.Thcy werce almost invisible originally. bnt
I simply blew a little prepared powder over
the handle -you know all ahont it. Lennard.”
replied Nelson Lee. “ The finger prints theo
stood out bholdly, as you now see them."”

The detective prodused o rued-covered
volume from his degk.

“ Upon this.”” he went on, * yon wi!l oh
serve several finger-prints made by Dr. Scal
ford himself. Now, this is the curious point
The marks upon the poker and the marhs
upon this book ire quite different—they wer:
not made by the same hand.”

The clief-inspector whistled.

“You haven't loat much time, Lee.”
remarked. ** This is a most important point
and a point decidedly in Dr. Statford’s favonr
I shull, of course, verify all this personuliy
although [ can take your word. Still, as vou
know, I'm here to investigate, and I've uot
to do it.”

“I am afraid you will think I am very
dull.” said Sir Rupert, * but I confess tha-
I am somewhat confused. How do the.c
inger-prints help us? Why do they ecotist:
tute i point in Dr. Stafford’s favour?”

‘“For thLe simple reason, Sir Rupert, tloe
the marks vpon the poker were noi made v
the Headmuaster at all,”" replied Nelson Ler
smoothly. ““ We may take it for granie!
that they are the finger-prints of the nmaur
derer; and. in my opinion, there can be 1o
question of Dr. Staflord’s innocence. Thi; 14
the weapon used in the crime-—taking it for
ranted that appearances are not deceptive.

r. stafford didan’'t handle it—so what .~ e
inference?”

Detective-Inspector Lennard pursed his iips.

“It’'s all very nice, Lee, but I'm afrasd
it's not quite strong ecnough,” he sid.
* Mind you, ['ve got more than an idea that
the poor old gentleman is just a victim of
circumstaotial evidence—and perhaps some
trickery as well. But that dcesn’t alter the
position very much at the moment. Dr. Staf-
ford will have to be detained a little longar—
until something more concrete turns up. By
the way, Lec, wasn't he able to give an
aceonnt of his movements during the night!”

Nclson Lee shook his head.

* I'oor Dr. Staflford was too upset te mak.
any statement whatever,”” he replied. * Po
the best of my belief, he remained in lis
bedroom the whole night through. Never
theless, if he could prove a satisfactory alibi,
hi. release would only be a matter of minutes:
And for that reason, Lennard, [ augugest that
we go over to Baonnington at once in my car.

he
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No doubt we shall find that Dr. Stafford
has somewhat recovered his composure.”

This suggestion was approved of, and the
trio decided to go.

“* TI'm rather sorry I cxpressed some doubts
a short while ago,” said Sir Rupert, as he
rosc to his feet. ‘It wasn't worthy of me,
Mr. Lee, and I want you to forget it. Of

course, 1 stand loyally by the Headmaster.-

Notwithstanding the terrible evidence, I can-
not bring myself to believe that he has been
ghilty of such' a violent crime. By the way,
where is the—er—body?"’

** Still in the College House,'' replied Nelson
Lece. ' Clinton's study is awaiting Mr. Len-
nard's inspection, but there is no great hurry
for that. It will be far better to spend a
preliminary hour in visiting Bannington.”

They were soon off, making the journey in
Nelson Lee's comfortable touring-car. 1t was
still comparatively early in the day when
they arrived at the police-station—not much
past midday, at all events.

Inspector Jameson was there, and he wel-
comed the Scotland Yard man eagerly. This
was not surprising., for the worthy Jumeson
was most anxious to shift the responsibility
from his own shoulders on to those of the
London detective. '

" \Why, yes, there’'s no reason why you
shouldn’t see the prisoner,” he exclaimed, in
response to Neison Lee’s inquiry. *‘ Dr. Staf-
ford is much calmer now, but 1 am afraid a
collapse will soon come unless his innocence
is quickly proved—that is, if it can be proved.
He's not a youngster, and he's reeligg his
position keenly. The doctor has already de-
clared that the poor old gentleman can’t
last long under the present circumstances.”

** (Good gracious!’’ ejaculated Sir Rupert.

He was anxious to he escorted to Dr. Staf-
ford’'s apartment. The Head was not incar-
cerated in a chilly cell, as Handforth bad
pictured. He occupied quite a cosy apart:
ment, where a fire was burning cheerfully.

**1 am glad you have come, Mr. Lee!”’ ex-
claimed Dr. Stafford, as the visitors were
nshered in. “ Why, Sir Rupert, it ie a sur-
prise to see you here.”

‘*My dear sir, this is a truly shocking
nilair,”” declared the baronet gravely. ** Please
rest assured that I am fully convinced of
your innocence—although, to my shame, I
must admit that I was doubtful for just
one moment. 1 hope that confession will not
destroy your good qQpinion of me."”’

Dr. Stafford smiled faintly.

‘“ 1t is rather wonderful that you believe in
me at all, Sir Rupert,’” he said. ** The evi-
dence, as T have reason to know, is appal-
ingly strong, and I am almost in a state of
deapair.”

The Head was quite composed, although
his haggard expression and anxious eyes told
of the bitterness of the ordeal through which
he was passing.

** You have met me before, I think, Dr.
Stafford,”” remarked the chief-inspector
quietly. 1 am inspector Lennard, of Scot-
land Yard, and E-have been called down to
shis part of the country to investigote the
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miurder. It will relicve you to know, per.
haps, that I'm quite on your side. As a
detective-officer, it is my duty to estabish
the facts, and 1 must do so at all costs. My
own personal opinion, however, is that you
have bcen outrageously victimised. 1 want to
help you—and 1 want you to help me.”

“You are very kind, Mr. Lennard,” said
the Head gratefully. It is good to learn
that 1 have not been cast aside and scorned.
Upon my soul! What a ghbastly predicament
for a man to be in! How are the boys
taking it, Mr. Lee? I have heen worrying
for hours on that point alone.”

Ne!son Lee smiled.

“* You would cease to worry if you could
hear what the boys are sayirng,”” he repiicd.
** Almost without exception, they express im-
plicit belief in ycur innocence, doctor. Were
the evidence doubly uas conclusive, you would
not lose the loyal support of your boys.”

“ Thank Heaven for that!” said the Head
ferventdy. ** And what is the position?
Please tell me—1 am quite strong enough to
stand the truth. Will it be necessary for mo
to go through the ordeal of appearing before
a magistrate? 1 might be able to face that,
but I am afraid 1 shall be dead before the
assizes.”’ .

‘*Come, come!”’ protested Nelson ILee.
““You mustn't talk in that strain, Dr. Staf-

ford. 1 am hopeful of establishing your in-
nocence this very week. If you could only
help us, that happy result might come

even sooner,’’

** But what can I do?” asked the Head
wonderingly.

*“You can tell us how you spent the hours
of last night,”’ said Lennard.

**1 am afraid 1 can prove no alibi, if that
i8 what you mean,” Dr. Stafford exclaimed,
shaking his head. ‘“ After that dreadful
scene with the coloncl T merely had a short
chat with Mr. Lee, and then went straight
to my apartment.”

*You remained
night?”’

“ Why, yes. of course. I was half afraid
that 1 should not be able to sleep, but I
believe 1 dropped off almost at once,” said
the Head. ‘‘ That is frequently the case whem
one is expecting to lie awake. 1 arose as
usual this morning—perhaps somewhat later.
And then 1 heard the terrible news of the
colonel’'s death-—followed swiftly by my
—my arrest. 1 bave no doubt that my atti-
tude was one of guilt, for 1 collapsed. Who
would not collapse when arrested upon such
a tcerrible charge?”

** 1 understand perfeectly, Dr. Stafford,” said
the chief-inspector. ‘' You find it impossible,
then, to prove that you remained in yonr
bedroom throughout the night? 1 was afraid
that would he the case. And now, can you
give us any hint as to the identity of the real
murderer?”’ . -

** My dear sir, I am hopelesrsly bewildered.”

** The colonel had no enemies?”’

*1 think it is quite possible that he bad
many,” replied the Head. °' Colonel Clinton
was the kind of man who made enemie3

there throughont the
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wherever he went. But none of thein. |
imagime, would descend to murder.”

‘“You can remember nothing which would
gerve as a slight clue?’” went on Lennard.
** Kven the smallest incident, though unim-
portant to your mind, might possess a very
special significance to us.”

“I canonot make any mention of the
colonel’'s life before he came to St. Frank's,
because I know nothing,”” said the Head.
‘“The only enemies he made in the school
itself were mainly the boys of the Lower
Forms. And they, of coursc. detested the
man because of his harsh methods. His
fellow-masterg practically ignored him, but it
is positively certain that they would never
indulge in violence. No; the whole matter is
a dreadful mystery to me."”

The inspector looked across at Nelson Lec.

I am afraid we shall have to set to work
from the other end, old man,” he said
smoothly. ‘' Strictly spealingd you know, 1
ought to do my best to prove Dr. Stafford’s
guilt. But I can’t bring mysclf to do it—
an official detective is not exactly a machine.
He has Lis feelings, and he has common-
sense. I make no boast of mine, but it
would surely be of very poor quality if [
blindly credited the Headmaster's guilt be-
cause of his arrest.”

Dr. Staflord’s e¢yes glcamed hopefully.

‘““I feel that my freedom will soon come,
with so many {riends working on my be-
half,”” he said, bravely attempting to be
cheerful. ‘* If you can only find th¢ man who
really killed Clinton, Mr. Lee, my trouble
will be at an end. I need not urge you to
:ivork your hardest, for I know ttat you will

0 80,

*“Yoeu may rest assured, doctor, that no
stone will remain unturned in the investiga-
tion,”’ promised Nelson Lee. ‘“ Keep your
spirits up, and all will be well. You will re-
turn to St. Frank’s with your character as
scrupulously clean as it was at this hour
yesterday."’

Every effort was made to cheer the old
gentleman, and when his visitors left him
he waa feeling almost bright and certainly
hopeful. The first shock of his arrest over,
he awaited patiently—blindly trusting to
Nelson Lee to release him from the awful
predicament. And the knowledge of his own
innocence caused him to remain confident and
proud. He had nothing to fear—so why
should he worry?

Nelson Lee snd Sir Rupert Manderley had
no doubt in their minds. Lennard, too. was
quite sure that ke would have to probe
deeply in order to get on the track of the
actual murderer.

** We're going to have a stiff task, Jame-
gon,’’ said the Scotland Yard man grimly.

** How do you make that out. sir?'" asked
the peolice-inspector. *‘* We've got our man,
and the evidence—"'

* I wish we¢ really had got our man,”’ in-
terrupted Lennard. “ Dr. Stafford iz de-
wined, I will admit. but I'm afraid you've
made a blunder, Jameson. Oh, no, you
needn't look worried. Yoa took thc only
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step posaible, but that deesn't mean to sav
that it was right.”

Shortly afterwards Nelson Lee took his de-
parture, accompanied by Leunard and Sir
Rupert. They returned at once to St. Frank's,
and the chief-inspector lost no time in com
mencing operations.

The scene of the crime was closely ex
amined ; the hody was subjceted to a carefnl
sc:rutin}'. and steps were taken with a
view to getting on the track of the murderer.

But the only result of Chicf-detective-in-
spector Lennard’'s investigation was that the
cage was blacker than ever against Dr. Stal
ford.

The position was just about as serions aa
it could poasibly be.

——— ——

CHAPTLL I1II.
ATTENDING: TO STARKI!
IR MONTIE TREGELLIS-WEST
**8t. Frank's i3 havin® @ shockin’
time just now, dear old bors’ Qe
observed, stirring his tea thoughttully.
““The poor chaps in the College House were

s ghet

cheerin® like anythin’ yesterday.  They've
been goin’ through the mill with the
colonel, an’ now comes this (rightful atTair.

It'a an appallin® position.™

‘“Yes, and rothing sccms to have heen
done yct,”” I growled. ‘' The «oolonel’s
remaink have heen taken away, thank cood-
ness, but the Head’'s still under arrest. [It's
absolutely galling to think of him being
detained in Bannington. Um going along
to the guv'nor in a few minutes.”

“What for?"' asked Watson.

“Ton hcar i anything fresh bas tarned
up,” I replied grimly. *'[ don’t sce why |
should be left out in the cold. What's the
good of having privileges if T don’t use ‘em:
Mr. Lee's my guv'nor, and I pican to know

things.”

“Ti you can. old fellow,” remarked Sir
Montic placidly.

“You leave it to me!”" I zaid. Amiching

my cup at a gulp. *I'm going to th~
guv'nor’'s study straight away, and I sha'n’t
come back empty-handed.”

I left study C, and strode along the
passage until I arrived at Nelson Lee'a
aanctum. Sir Rupert, [ knew, was not with
him: neitlrer was Detective-Ingpector Len-
nard. It was a good opportunily for me (o -
make inquiries. .

[ tapped on the door aud opened it
Nelsonp Lee was pacing up and down in a
cloud of smoke, and his pipe wa3s going at
full pressurc. He turned sharply and stared
at me, but with a (ar-away egpression in hia
CYE©S,

“ Well, Nipper?™” he anappo®.

“ T was just going to ask you. af--—-"

“PDon’'t ask anything, leave me alone!™

“But I want to know——"

“ You'll know nothing vet,”” cut in Lee
curtly. * Run away!'”
“ But—'

** Do you hear me?’ roared th2 guv'gor.
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- ** Been havin' a row with somebody, dear
boy?'" asked Sir Montic.

‘““The cad, the awful scoundrel!”
claimed fiercely.

“If you are referrin® to Fullwood, 1
heartily agree,’’ said Tregellis-West. ¢ Full-
wood was sayin' just heforc tea that the
HHead must be guilty-—"'

‘* Rats to Fullwood!” I snapped. “I'm
talking about Starke. Just listen to this, my
tons. [ was passing Starke's study just now,
and I -heard—"'

‘.Begad! You don’'t mcan to
listened?’’ asked Montice, shocked.

** 8hut up, you ass!” said Watson.

‘“Yes, 1 do mcan to say I listened,” I
replied grimly. ‘ I'm not sorry for it,
cither.
whlile hc was out he saw something which
will prove the Ilead's innocence. And the
awflul rotter isn’'t going tq sayy anything to
the police! Now, was I justiticd in listen-
ing?*’

* Under thosc circumsiances, old boy, per-
haps you were,” said thc schoolboy baronet
gravely. ‘' But do you think it's rcally true
or just a yarn?"’ '

“It must bc true,” I replied. ** Kenmore
threcatened to give the information himscif
at first, but Starke talked him round. He's
afraid of gctting into trouble—and the
Head's under arrest!'"

“Look here!” - snorted Watson. *“ We'll
go straight to Mr. Lee and tcll him——"

“No good!” T cut in.

‘“Why not?"

‘ Because Starke would deny everything if
he was questioned,'’ I replied grimly. ** Hc'd
probably swear that he was in bed all night.
And then where should we be? Starke can't
bhe forced to speak, you know."’

“Then what's to be done?’”’ asked Tommy
blankly.

“l don't know vet!” I said. *If Starke
denitd breaking bounds, and swore that hLe
didn't know anything, he couldn’'t comc for-
ward after that. For one thing, he wouldn’t
be bclieved. ‘We shall have to think of some
scheme to force Starke to speak of hia own

I ex-

say you

accord, without Kknowing that he's being
forced.” _
‘“*That sounds ecasy, I don't think!"

remarked Watson.

‘““ Really, old boy, I don’'t quite get hold
of your meanin’,”’ said Sir Montie., regarding
me steadily through his pince-nez. ‘I shall
be [frightfully cbliged if you'll explain how
we can force Starke to speak without him
knowin’ that any force is bein’ applied. It
doesn’t strike me as hein’ possible.”

‘““ Strategy is needed,”” T replied grimly.
‘* Haste, in a case like this, is fatal. It 1
go and tell the guv’'nor what I overheard,
Starke will probably deny everything when
questioned. Something's got to be done,
something out of the common. The only
way that [ can see is to scare Starke into
giving his evidence.”

“ Oh, rot!” grunted Watson crossly. ‘* How
can we scare him?” _

“Begadl It ain't a bad idea.”
Tregellis-West, strohing his noble chin.

eaid
(R} ‘\

Starke brokc bounds last night, and.

*h

plan _tias just entered my licad, dear hove,
but T supposc vou’ll both laugh at it when
I explain. [t's rather tall.”

“Ont with it T said briskly.

“ Well, Nipper bhoy., supposin® a chost
spoke to Starke?’" suggested Kir  Montie
calmly. ** Jupposin’ a ghostly voice warncd

him to—-"’

““Are you tryivg to be funny?” spapped
Watson.

“Let him  finish, yon ass!" I zaid
severcly. ** Montic isa't a fellow to suggest
ideas unlesa he's pretty sure of them. Go
ahead, old son.”

“I'm halt afraid yon will scoff., dear
fellows,” said &ir Montic apologeticalty.
**This ghost won't he scen by Starke, bnt
he’ll hear the voice comin’ from nowhere.
In deep, solemn tones the voice will tell
Scarke to go straight to Mr. Lec an’ relate
his cvidenee in favour of the Head. Stark:
will be scared frighttully, an’ he'tl probab'y
hurry away at once. That's the idea.'”

“You—you silly fathcad!” snorted Wat-
son, glarinz. I suppose you've only ot tn
go outside and engage.a ghost for the even-
ing? The idea’s all right if you can et the
ghost to dn the trick, but ghosts can't bho
found when theyv're wanted!”

Sir Montie smiled.

‘““Pray refrain  from hecin' so  ab:zurd,
Tommy,” he observed. “[I am well aware
that giwsts are not obtainable. But we can
find a substitut>, surely? I was thinkin' of
Nicodemus Trotwood—"'

“By Jupiter!” I ejaculatcd, startinz wup.
“ You've got it, Montie!"”

*“Do you call Nicodemus a ghost?”' roarcd
Watson.

** No, old fellow, hut he's a ventriloguist.”
said Montic calmly. *“ He can throw his
voicc in the most ainazin’' way, an' Starke
doesn’t know it. Nicodemus Trotwood's gift
is only known to a fvw of us, and not a
single prefect or senior is aware of the fact.
Starke will guess nothin® when he hears the
voice. But we shall have to be careful, an’
choose our opportunity.’”

“Well I'm jiggered!”” said Tommy blankl!y.
““You—you mean that Nick can throw his
voice and make Starke belicve that it's a
rhost? It's not such a bad idea. after all,
Hut I don’'t believe it'll work. Starke’s not
superstitious.”’

‘“*But he’s unecasy,” I said grimly. * He
doesn’'t know that I heard all about hls
cscapade last rnight. He thinks it’'s a dead
seceret. So what’s going to happen when a
mysteriona voice, coming from nowhere,
tells him to go to Nelson Lee? Why, Starke
will have about a dozen fits!"

*““Begad! 1 hope not!'" exclaimed Montie
in alarm. *‘* That would upset our plans.”

“I] don't mean literally, you ass,”™ 1
grinned. *‘ He'll Le scared out of his wits,
and the chances are that he'il rush to the
guv'nor’'s study at once. It's a terrific iden
of your's, Montie. Anything chostly i3
aiways unnerving, and that's just the very
thing to fit this particular case. Starke wih
2o and give his evidence of his owa accord,
but it's up to us to give him the start.*

’
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Tommy Watson went out in search of
Nicodemans. Meanwhile [ thought out the
details of the little scheme, and concluded
1 was most promising. On the face of it, the
whole thing was childish and absurd. But
we knew the truth—we knew that the voice
would be Trotwood's. Starke wouldn’t know,
and he wouldn't be able to guess. Even
allowing for the fact that he wasn’'t super-
stitious, the chances were that he would be
thoroughly frigchtened. Starke wasn't
possessed of boundlcss pluck.

Tommy soon returned with Nicodemus
Trotwood. This junior was the exact coun-
torpart of his bhrother Cornelius—they were
twing. But while Cornelius was deafl and
exceedingly simplc, Nicodemus was astonish-
ingly cute. His looks bhelied the fact, for he

ould casily be set down as a born simpleton.
Nlis eyes werc brown and sleepy looking ; his
shock of hair was sandy coloured and un-
tidy. His limbs were thin to the point of
skinninesa. He looked something of a freak,
and he talked like one. But his common-
sense on all matters was as sound as a bell.
The juniors had grown to regiard Nicodemus
as a {cllow to be reckoned with.

““My dear Nipper,”” he cxclaimed, as he
entered Study €, ** Watson has informed me
that you are desirous of my presence in this
cheerful apartments. 1 am most willing to
come, and will freely lend you any aid which
it. is within my power to bestow.”

“*We don't want any loans,” [ said
briskly. * Yan've got to give your aid, Nick,
my son. What's your private opinion ahont

the Head? The truth. mind, no cvasions.™

** My dear friend, I have no hesitution in
waymg {hat Dr. Stafford is the victim of a
most unfortunate blunder,”” replied Nico-
demus gravely. ““ Only half an hour ago 1
was reluctantly obliged to knock Gulliver
Jdown for pronouncing his belief that the
lHead is guilty. QGulliver's nose, I'm afraid,
is now somewhat inflamed.”

“You scem tno be following Handforth’s
taclics,” 1 grinned. ‘ Well, Nicodemus,
Starke of the Sixth knows somecthing about
the Head, and he won't go forward with his
information. Just Jisten, and I'll tell vou.”

Trotwood guave me his full attention., and
he was soon in posscssion of the facts. He
heartily agreed that I was fully and com-
pletely justified in listening to the conversa-
tion of Starke and Kenmore outside their
study door. And Montie's ‘‘ ghost’ idea
brought forth elaborate words of praise from
Nicodemus. ‘

“ Nothing will be more caleculated to have
the desired effect,”” he declared. **I am
willing —cager—to take part in this little
comedy. But it is a comedy, I am [fully
aware, which may have the most important
results. But may I venture to add a little
suggestion of my own?’’

‘* Go ahead, Montie won't mind,” T said
briskly.

‘* Regad! Not at all, old boy.”

‘““ Well, dear friends, I am of the opinion
that the trick, will be eminently successful,’
remarked Nicodemus, beaming upon us.
‘“ Starke is by no mcans valiant, ond it is
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safe to assume ‘that he will collapse when
the ghostly voice addresses him. But would
it not he far hctter if that voice was onc
which Starke has heard frequently and can
recognise?’’ -

‘“ But we don't want him to think that the
voice 8 alive—-"" I began.

“You misunderstan me,”’ Nicodemus
hastened to put in. *‘ This voice will he that
of somebhody who is dead. Thecrefore Starko
will be positively assured that it is :a spirit
telling him to give his evidence.”

- You mean Clinton?” I asked, with a
atart. — _
‘* Precisely. It will apparently be the

cotonel’s ghost which addresses Starke.”
‘“ Begad'”
“Oh, T say!"' muttered Watson.

“It's a bit too thick, Trotwood,” 1
remarked slowly. *‘‘ Somebow, it scems—-
Well, it's not quite decent—— Hang it all,

it's awful!”

Nicodemus nodded calmly.

“1 am in perfect agreement with you, my
vood Nipper,”’ he observed. ‘‘ But is it not
necessary that Starke’s fright should® be
awful? We are anxious that the trick shall
succeed, are we not? In such a caseras this
we must thrust aside our natural feelings of
reluctance, and ruthlessly proceed with our
purpose. The Headmaster is. in a terriblo
predicament, .and I, for one, am willing to
descend to this questionable piece of trickery
in order to ctleet his early release. A
strange ghostly voice will probably succeed,
but there is just a chance that Starke will
ignore it. If, on the other hand, Starke
appears to hear the colonel’s ghost address-
ing him, he will unquestionably submit his
cvidence to Mr. Lee without a second’s dclay.
I trust that you observe my point?"’

‘“*You're right, old man,” I said grimly.
“It's a serious matter, and we can’t afford
to fail. The thing must be done thoroughly,
or not at all. So we'll do it thoroughly.
And, after all, it's in a good cause, and it's
only the recent and tragic death of the
colonel which makes It seem so awful. Wo
shouldn't think anything of making Glad-
stone’s ghost speak.”

Nicodemus grinned.

‘“We are agreed, then?’” he asked mildly.

‘“Just as you like, old boys,’” said Sir
Montie. “ I'm willin'.”
1 suppose the situation warrants it,”

remarked Watson. ‘ But how are we going
to do the giddy trick? Starke'll have to he
caught alone somewhere.’’

“0Of course,”’” I agreed. ‘‘ We shall have
to watch him and ecize our opportunity.
He's bound to be alone for a few minutes
between now and bedtime. And he’ll have
to be out of his study, too. There’s no scope
there; he'd think the voice was coming from
the window, or through the keysyhole. The
Triangle would be the best place of all. Nick
could hide bechind the clms, or round one of
the buttresses.”

‘“ An excellent suggestion, my dear fricnd,”
sald Nicodemus, nodding gravely. “ But
will Starke be so obliging? It would he fatal
to entice him out of doors. He would;—



WHO KILLED THE COLONEL?

ahem—smell a rat immediately. As  vou
sapiently observe, we must watch him  and
seize our opportunity.'’

it was a weary task, watching Starke. He

remained in his study almost until supper
time, and Kenmore was with him practically
all the time. But just when wc were Legin-
ning to become desperate, the Sixth-Former
emerged from his study with Kenmore, and
:he words he uttered were very gratifying

O us.

‘“No, I sha'n’t be more ‘than ten minutez, "
he said. ‘“ If Carlisle isn't handy I sha'n't
waste time looking for him."”

‘““ Al right; I'll be in the prefect's room,"
said Kenmore, walking off.

Watson and I were just round ¢ke -hend of
the passage, and we scuttled along to the
lobhy at the double. Trotwood and Sir
Mountie werc waiting there—discussing, as a
matter of fact, a new plag. Iylt. a new plan
wasn't necessary.

“‘Outside !"" I whispered hurriedly. * Storke's
coming!'"’

We emerged into the dark Triangle.

‘ Starke’'s going over to sce Carlisle,” 1
went on. ‘‘''bat mean's he's going to the

Co'lege House. Take up your position,
Nicky. We'll hang about here, out of sight.

Buck up!”

“1 hasten away!" murmured Nicodemus.

Ho faded into the gloom, and I crouched
behind one of the heavy stone buttresses
which projected from the old stone wall ncar
by. Sir Montie and Tommy were beside me,
aud wo all held our breath.

The Triangle was very dark, and not »
#soul was to be seen. The atmosphere of
tragedy stidl hung heavily over the old school,
and the majority of the juniors preferred to
remain indoors, where it was light and warm
and where there was plenty of life. The dis-
mal Triangle, dark and eerie, was avoided.

The conditions could not pcesibly have been
better for the project in hand.

Nicodemws Trotwood had vanished, and
therc was no sign of him. And I waited witi
my chuma, eager with expectation. I wouldn't
have missed the spooting of Starke for
worlds. He was an utter rotter, and de-
served to go through the ordeal.

The prefect came bustling down the steps,
and he strode across the Triangle towards the
College House, humming coftly to himself.
He was probably feeling very lonely and
isolated.

‘“Now for it!” I breathed.

Starke walked oun, and got midway across
the wide, dark space.

“Halt! 1 would speak with you, Walter
Starke!"

I almoet jumped, and I felt Sir Montic and
Tommy quiver. The deep, hollow voice was
horribly sepulchral and ghost-like; yet. at
the same time, the voice was wndoubtcdly
Colonel Clinton's. :

The Sixth-Former halted abruptly.

** Who—who's that?”’ he asked, in a scared,
startied tone.

“* Wretchied youth!” came the strangoiy
d-ep voice. “ Do not dare to move! You
are unable to sce me, yet I know you, unld
wish to spcak with you.”

panting heavily.

IX

Starke zave a guap. The voice ounded im-
mediately in front of him—within a yard, it
scemed! He turned, trembling, meamng to
holt back towards the Ancient House. T
I'riangle was empty—desorted—yet that voic.

*“Halt! Do you hear me, boy?"

The colonel’s ghostly voice now sounded
from a different spot. but again in front of
Starke. The prefect came to a standstill,
in He had not the dightest
6uspicion that a trick was being perpetrated

“0Obey my commands, Walter Starke, or
you will he haunted—-"

“I—I must be mad'"” Starke
feverishly.

He starcd round him wildly, now mor.
accustomed to the gloom. Yes, he was alone.
There wasn't a soul to he seem: and he
knew that the voice was mear by, within a
yard or two of him! It was a epirit-voice!
[f Starke had been standing near some trces
or hushes. he might have suspected. DBut
here there was not an inch of cover for a

muttered

sparrow. The voice simply couldn't be
human'!
“You are in possesion of infurmation

witich will he of great value to the police,
Walter  Starke,” went on the - rhost ™
solemnly. ' Wicked boy! You know full well
that your Hcadmaster is innncent. Go! o
to Mr. Nelson Lee, and relate all you know!
Waste not a second, or 'twill be had fo:
you. Heed my words now, or your nicht will

be hideous; not only will my voice come t
you, but " _

“* Who—wlio  are  you?' gasped Starke
faintly.

‘““ Need you aak?” came the colonct's nn
mistakable tones, but svunding holow aiwd
uncanny. ‘I have spared you much on this
nccasioun, but you must zo. Disobedietcs will
¢ bad for you! 1 shall be watching, wm
scen aiid unsuspected. Take warning, and do
as I bid. I now dcpart, and you will hear po
more of me, providiog you obey my decree.
Farcwell!'"

It was marvellously done. The voice traiked
away, and it seemed exactly as though the
" zhost '* had descended into the very gronnd
at Starke's feet. The voice went lower and
lower, and the last werd uttered :eemed t:»
come from a spot many teet below the :nr-
face, 1mufiled amd faint. And then dead
silence reigned.

There was no doubt that Nicodemus was .
consummate artiste, despite his simple looks.
His performance had been littie short of
wonderful, cousidering that he had had n»
rchearsal.

And Startke cave two or three gulps, stared
round him again, and then wildly ran towards
the Ancient House. He had_been completely
spoofed, and I assured myaelf that Trotwood s
‘* impereonation "’ of the colonel had really
been necessary. It made the whole thin::
seem real. Starke wasn't superstitions, ..
Wateon had pointed out, and just an ordinar:
ghost-voice might not bave done thwe tii ..

As it was, Starke blundered through th-
lobby, tried to pull himsell together in the
passage. and walked straight to Nedson Leo's



THI. NIELSON

etudy. He tlapped unsteadily on the dcor,
and then entered. The door closed.

* Success!” 1 murmured triumphantly.
¢* Nick, my son, you're absolutely a wonder!
‘I'he way you did the thing was worth quids!"’

“Yet I will accept nothing for my services;
vour approval is intensely gratifying to me,"”
beamed Nivcodemus. ‘ But, my dear friend,
you arc giving me credit for something 1 do
not deserve. The idea, 1 believe. originated
in the ncble brain of Sir Lancclot Mont-
gomery—"'

** Begad!" ejaculated Mcntie. “ We won't
argue on the subject, old boys. Starke’s gone
in to tecll his information, an' that's all we
need worry about. It's been a rippin’ suc-
cess, an’ 1 only hope Starke's evidence will
be worth all the trouble!”

And Starke's evidence was!

gl

CHAPTER 1V,
WHAT STARKE KNEW.

ELSON LEE turned in his chair sharply
as Starke entered his study. The
schoolmaster-detective was reclining
before the fire, and a half-smoked

cigar was firmly gripped between his teeth.
Re removed it, and knocked the ash tnto the
fonder.

* Wdall, Starke?” he asked irritably.
afraid 1 ean't attend—— Good
Have you scen a ghost, my boy?"”’

‘* Nun-no, sir!"’ gasped Starke, swallowing
hara. ‘@ -IT—— That is to say. you--you
——- J—1 mecan, cir "

Nclson Lee rese to his feet.

“Come, Starke, yon must pull yourself
together,”” he said briskly. ** What is the
matter with you, mmy boy? You are as white
a3 a sheet, and have evidently esuffered from
somn shock or other.”

Starke puiled himself together
eflort.

“*1-—-J suppose it's the cflect of that awful
allwir of last night, sir,”” he said huskily.
" Besmides, 1—I've just realised that I may be
able to help. The fact is, air, I want to tell
you comething. 1 was out last night, and I—I
saw—— 1 was hreaking bounds, sir, after
midnight-—-""

“You must tell your story more cohcrently,
Starke.” interrupted Nelson Lee gently.
‘“8Sit down and calm yourself. There is no
immediate hurry; collect your thoughts
thorouglly before speaking again.”

Starke sat down an the edge of a chair,
and felt more comfortable. But he looked
iound him once or twice in a most uneasy
faghion. Nelcon L=e appeared to be attend-
ing to his cigar, hut was actually watching
Starke closcly. He couldn't quite make out
what this visit meant. But he was ralrlz;
convinced that Starke was telling the trut
-apd be had obviously heen forced to do so.

“1I'm a prefect, sir, and 1'd bave spoken
hefore, but I was afraid that I should be dis-
praced,” muttered Starke hoarsely. ‘‘1-—-1
hroke bounds laat night, sir, well after mid-
night, and if you'll promise me that 1 wen't
no punished, TN &ell you something—"’

“1'm
oracious!

with ap
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“One wmoment, Starke,” interrupted Leec.
‘1 can make no bargain with you of that
nature. If you broke bouands last night, in
defiance of the schvol rules, yon must be pre-
pared to sufler the cobmsequences. However,
if you are able to justify your presence out-
side the schoeol a4 such an hour, I may be
disposed to regard your slip leniently. But
you must mike no conditions—and 1 will
accept none. Why did you break bounds?™’

“1'd promised to meet somebody, sir, in
the village, and be couldn’t get there until
very late,”’ replied Starke desperately. ¢ I'll
teli you all the details if you like, sir, but
it’s rather private, and I'd rather not.”

Neleon Lece smiled rather grimly. He
guessed the nature of Starke's ‘‘private
business. However, there was just a chance
that the prefect would be able to give some
vital information concerning the mysterious
myrder of Colonel Clinton. And Nelson Lee
wished to encourage Starke to continue.

‘*“ All right, my boy,” he said, smiling. 1
will not press you for details. For the
moment we will overloof the fact that you
hroke bounds. Tell me what you saw while
you were out—lor I gather that you did seo

sotething?"’
‘*Yes, rather, sir!"” said Starke. greatly
relieved and far more confident. *“ When I

left my friend in the vilage it was late—-"

“* What do you call late?”

“Well, 1 Dbelicve it was nearly two
o'clock!” confessed Starke fearfuily.

**1 should be inclined to cal that early,
Starke—very early indeed,”” said Nelson Lee
drily. ‘*Dear me! That was a most dis-
ﬁraceful hour for a prefect to be abroad,

owever, contéinue your story.”

** Yes, sir,”” said Starke, aunxious to get on.
** When I was near the school—almast against
the comrmer of the Triangle wall, in fact—I
was tremendously startled to meet somebody
who was slouching towards me. The light
wasn't very good, but the stars ware out,
and I could see that the chap wus a Kkind of
tramp, raggedly dressed, and w'thout a cap.
But it was his face and his eyes that startlcd
me moat. sir. I've never acen siuch a wild-
looking creature.”’

** Tell me e¢xactly what you mean, Starke.”
sald Lee, as keen as a razor on this frcsh
pi?ge of information. °** How was th¢ man
wild?"”’

‘* Well, he sceined like a lunatic, sir,”’ re-
plied Starke, now almost at his ease. *' And
he was babbling some awful words, sir.’'

‘* Profane words, do you mean?”

‘* No, sir, not that,”’ replied the prefect.
** But they were awful in another sen<e. 'The
chap kept repeating something about a foreign-
looking man he hLad seen a few minufes
earlier. The tramp almost grabbed hold of
me and babbled that this foreign-looking
man was carrying a dead body!"’ -

** Dear me!”" exclaimed Nelson Lee slowly.
“ Well, Starke?”’

*1 was jolly startled, sir.”

** No doubt. But what followed?”’ .

** Nothing, sir—only tbhe chap kept repcating
that ahout the dead body and the foreign-
looking man,"” said Starke buskily. I
thought the maa. was crazy—that he'd
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. escaped from an asylum, or something. Any-)tramp, sic. He was just about as tall as U

'frow, he went away after a bit——'

“}‘/hich way did he go?”
“ Towards the village, sir. 1 went on and
'got into the Triangle.”

‘“ Was there a light in any of the lower
windows?"’

Colonel Clinton’s window wvas

9 most interesting, Starke. Well, did you see
anything clec? Did you sce uny shadow on
the colonel's blind?"

“Only once or twlce, sir—juist somebody
.passing backwards and forwards.”
~ **Did you recognise the shadow?"’

‘““Oh, no, sir,”” =<caid Starke. * But I'll
swear that it wasn't Dr. Stafford's shadow.”

Nelson Lee shook his head.

‘““That won't do, Starke,” he said. “If
you couldn’t rccognise the shadow, you can't
be cectain that it wasn’t the lHeadmuster—- "

“ But 1 can, sir,” intcrrupted Starke con-
fidontdy. I went straight indoors, and only
two minutes afterwards I passed Dr. Staf-
ford's bedroom door. And T heard the Head
snoring quite distinctly, sir.”

‘““ Would you swear to that, Starke?”

“On my oath, sit!”’ replied the Sixth
Former. ““I even paused for a second or
two outside the bedroom, and I know that
Dr. Staftord was fast asleep. His snore is
quite digtinctive, sir. Besides, who else wouid
be smoring in the Head’s bedroom ir the
middic ot the night?”’

“Yes, that is quite a sound argument,”
nodded Nelson Lee. ** But tell me, Starke,
- why were ou passimg the Headmaster's hed-
room?"’

““It—it was a short cut to my own bed-

foom, sir——"'
Y Appamently, Starke, vou are well ac-
quainted with these short cuts,” interrupted
Lee primly. ‘' In consideration of what you
have told me, though, I am inclined to let]
you off. But you will please understand,
Starke, that you must never  break bounds
again. And it will be necessary for you to
attend the inquest.”

“ The—bhe mquest!” zasped Starke.

‘ Undoubtedly. Your evidence is-of the

highest importance, and you must tcll the!

coroner’s jury everything yon know.” said
Lee. ‘“ And now, Starke, 1 want you to en-
large upon 7your statement. Tell me niore
uabout the man you met in the lane.”

‘** Thero's nothing more to say, sir,”’ replied
the Sixth Former, quits relieved in mind, and
ready enough to talk now. * He looked like
a tramp. a8 I =aid, and he was shabbily
dressed.”’

** Without a cap—in
too?"

‘“ That's right, sir."

“ Perhap3s he was carrying his cap in his
hand?"”

“1 didn't sce it. sir, and I should have
done f bhe had been, hecause he was gesticu
lating all the time, and waving hiz paws
about in front of my face.”

“ Was he hearded?”

“TI think so, sir—a kind of straggly. un-

siich cold weather,

tidy beard,” r,ep;lieg Starke. ** A regular'

ant, I suppose, and walked a bit bow-legged.
But that's ull T can tell you abont him.”

“ Well, with regard to the shadow you saw
on tihre blind,” went on Lee. * What waa
your impression, Starke? Did the shadow
move about quickly, as though the owner of
it was hurried in his movements, or was
it ry

*“That's right, sir,” interrupted Starke
quickly. ‘“‘I shouldn’t have thought of that
if you hadn't reminded me. The shadow kept

on dodging about and bending down. But
[ couldn't possibly say who was in the
colonel’s study. But it couldn’t have been

the Head, could it,-sir? And if that tramp’s
story was true, it proves that the Head
didn't kill the colanel. Because Clinton must
have been murdered outside the school and
then carried into the study. And the Head
was asteep all the time."

“Your reasonmg is quite «oiin:d, Starke,
and the coroner’s jury, I have no doubt, will
agree with you,”” said Nelson Lee, nodding.
“You did quite right to come {o me with
this infarmation, aud I only deplere the fact
that you delayed so long. You oughit to have
told me this early this moring.”

“Yes., I—I know, sir,”” mut'ered Starke
humbly. * I'm awfully sorry. sir.”

“ Well, better late than never, my bhoy.”
stid Nelson Lee. ' If I wish to question you
again T wil! send for you. For the present,
you may go.’”’

“ Thank you, sir.”

Starke loat no time in taking his departure.
He was feeling greatly relieved—there was a
weigiit off his mind—and his eccapade of the
previous night ¥as not to be inquired into.
Starke had really viecited the White Harp,
and had won the sum of thirty-five shillines
at poker, but he hadn’'t thought it necessary
to mention this detail to Nelson Lee.

The prcfect knew weH enough that he would
be sacked if the truth became known. But
Nelson Lee meant to lat the matter drop—
and Starke bhreathed frecly once more. But

| what of that queér incident in the Triangle?

Starke was greatly uneasy, although he bad

lcompl-ic-d with the order that the ‘' ghozt ™

had given. The Sixth-Former was quite cer-
tain in his own mind that he had really
heard nothing—that it had heen a dclusion,
caused hy his own conscience. He resolved.
however, to go to the prefects’ room, and to
reanain there with the other fellows until
hedtime. The Triangle was to be avoided!

Meanwhile, Nelson Lee had not b en idle.

Detective-Inspector Lennard was staying
at the George Inn, in Belton. He bad bheen
invited to occupy apartments in the Ancient
Honze, but the chief-ingpector politely de-
clined. saying that it would he far better

for his work to remain in° the village. And
his work came bhefore all things
Lee rang him up. and requested nim to

attend at once. Therefore, balf an hour Iater
Nelson Lee was deep in cenveraaticn with
Sir Rupert Manderley «nd Detective-Inspec-
tor Jennard. They listened with wreat in-
tereset to the evidence which Stiurke had
brought rorward
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“J3 this information reliable?’’ asked the
inspector doubtfully.

‘1 must confeas that Starke is not exactly
‘A model boy,” rephed Nelson Lee. ‘ On this
occasion, Lowever, he was undoubtedly tcli-
ing the truth. And it will not be necessary
for us to rely solely upon his word, Lennard.
There is this other man—this tramp. II we
can omly find him he will be able to corro-
horate Starke’'s evidence in detail. That an
must be found.”

The inspector grunted.

‘* Not so easy as it sounds, old man,” he
said. ** The fellow might be in London by
thiqa time——"'

**On the other hand, it is quite likely that
he is no more than flve miles distant,”’ inter-
ruptéd Lee. * Tramps, so far as my experi-
cnce goes, do not travel any great distance
in a period of twenby-four Bourd And wo
must find him, Lennard—:t, is a matter of the
first 1mportance.

**Yes, 1 ‘agree with you there.”

S But, my dear sirs, how can the ﬂndmg of
this tramp help us ¢o materially?’’ inquired
Sir Rupert. ** You must excuse me for ap-
pearing so dull. But you are experienced in
these investigations, while I am but a child
in such matters. Is there any chance, do you
think, of Dr. Stafford's innocence heing
proved?”

Nelson Lee nodded.

‘“]Jf we can establich the
colonel’'s dead body was carried into the
College House fromn outside by somehody
other than the Head, it will be quite ohvious
that Dr. Staflord was in no way connected
with the crime,”” he replied. ‘‘ Just consider
the facts—taking i} for gramted that Starke
was truthful.

‘“ This boy has been in the village very late
at night, and he returned eomewhere about
two o’clock—a most disgraceful hour for a
hoy to he out, I will admit. On this occa-
sion, however, I am very glad that he was
out. He met a man, a tramp, who was
obviously unnerved, and who blurted out
something concerning a foreigner carrying a
dead body. Strikingly significant, consider-
ing the events of the night—eh?”

‘“You're right, Lee,” nodded the Chief In-
spector. ‘* We shall have to get hold of that
witness—if such a person exists. And if Dr.
Stafford was asleep and snoring at the time,
it stands to reason that the colonel must
have been murdered by somebody else, other-
wise, who was the man moving abhout in
Clinton’s study?”’

‘“The colonel hlmself perhaps?'’ suggested
Rir Rupert brnlllant’l{)

‘“ After he had been carried in dead?”
epmiled Nelson Lee. ‘ No, my dear sir, the
man was not the colonel—he was the colonel’s
murderer. And if we can get hold of this
direct witness—who can prove that the dead
man was carried from the road into the
College House—it will be patent to the lowest
intelligence that Dr. Stafford was not con-
nected with the affair.””

‘““Even I can see that!' grimned the in-
spector.

‘* Your intelligence is by no means low,”
went on Nelson Lee, smiling, ‘1 argue this

fact that the
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way, Sir Rupert. Jf Dr. Stafford actually
meant to kill the colonel, would be have
chosen a time when Clinton was away frem
the school? Posaibly. But would he have
carried the body back? That is the point
which is of the most vital importance. It
seems fairly obvious to my mind that the
murder wias committed some distance from
St. IF'rank’'s, that the body was carried into
the colonel’'s study, and that the evidencc
was faked up with the deliberate intention:
of incriminating the Headmaster. The b
senice of the Headinaster's finger-prints on the
poker agrees with that theory. The mon who
wielded that implement was the murderer-—-
hut he was not Dr. Stafford.”

*“ You're right, Lee—and there's more in
this atfair thun we know of,’ said Detective-
Inspector Lennard briskly. *‘ Look bere. Th.
best thing I can do is to get my people buzy
on finding that tramp.”

Nelson lee nodded.

“If we can only get heold of that fellow

hefore the inquest, it will bhe a splendid
stroke,”” he said. ' The inquest (s at tecn
o'clock in the morning, Lennard, as )«n

know—and if the evidence is allowed to uo
to the jury in its present state, it is almost
certain that a verdict of wilful murder will he
brought axzinst Dr. Stafford. So we must
\\nrk with a will.”

“* By gad!” exclaimed Sir Rupert. I hope
you succeed!”
CHAPTLER V.
‘ ON THE TRAIL.
DWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH
started.
‘** My hat!" he ejaculated.
It was nearly sapper-thme, and

Handforth and Co. had deserted Study D, in
order to pay a short visit to the common-
room. And as the three inseparable juniors
marched down the passage they heard the
unmistakable voice of Gulliver in the lobby.

‘““You little snivelling fathead!’ Gulliver
was saying. ‘' There's no need to locok miser-
able just because the Head’s in gaol!™

‘* But the Head's innocent!”’ protested the
voice of a fag.

‘* Rosh!"’ snapped Gulliver scornfully.
*“* He's guilty—and everybody knows it. He'll
end up by being hanged -—

Gulliver broke off as & whirlwind charged
into the lobby. It was Handforth, closely
followed by Church and MecClure.

“ Collar him'” llowed Handforth.

Gulliver was under concernin:
who ‘“him " was, -Han@NNY campaicn of
nose-punching was famoul throughout the
Ancient House, and Gul was not the
fellow to stand up to the aggressive leader
of Study D.

He looked round him wildly for some
avenue of escape. But there was only the
outer door available, and Qulliver decided to
flee rather than have his nose punched. It
would probably be punched later on, even
if he escaped mow, but Gulliver believed In
putting off the evil hour as long as possible.
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would pick up a trail and stick to it was
simply an eye-opener.

And this proved no exception to the rule.

Nelson Lee and Detective-lnspector Len-
nard sallied out just after supper, and Boz
waa given the old cap to sniff at. If the
trail was still sufficiently apparent, the dog
woulld soon be able to find it, for it was
known cxactly where the cap had been
found, and where Starke had met the
stranger.

Boz was successful within the first minute.
He sniffed cagerly at the ground, ran round

in circles, and then trotted off down the
road. R
“Good!'" exclaimed Nelson Lee. ' He's

picked it up, Lennard. The only question is,
will he be able to stick to it?”

‘ Let’s hope 80,"" remarked the inspector.

They proceeded down the lane towards the
village, Boz maintaining a lead of about
pix yards, trotting along quite contentedly,
but with every nerve on the alert. He had
been kept in his kennel for a good few weeks
now, cxcept for his daily run. and he was
greatly delighted to be out now.

In Bellton the trail was lost, but both
Lee and the inspector had been half-pre-
pared for this. Throughout the day there
had been a small amount of traffic, but on
the other side of the village the trail ought

to be as fresh as ever.
and disturbed. He

Roz was how uneas{
kept dodging about from one side of the

road to the other, and occasionally looked

back at hir master witly a woe-begone cxpres-
sion and his ears droofpg.

But just at the junctioff of the Caistowe and
the Bannington roads Boz gave a little yelp,
and his ears cocked up instantly. The next
moment he was trotting along as serenely
confident as belore. And he chose the
('aistowe road.

“1 thought we should be able to continue,
once we got through thie village,'’ said Nelson
Lee. ** We shall probably experience the
same difficulty in Caistowe. And if we can't
pick up the scent again at once, we must
try all the country lanes in succcssion.”

The detectives pressed on, and Lee’s sur-
mise¢e turned out to be correct. For in
(‘aistowe there was no sign of the trail what-
ever, although Boz had followed it easily
cnough until the village streets were entered.

The most likely assumption was that the
tramp had proceeded through Caistowe by
the main road, and Boz was put to this as
soon as the little seasidec resort had been
paased through. And within ten minutes he
was going ahead as strongly as ever.

It was now getting on towards midunight,
and the whole eountryside was dark and
deserted, Nelson Lee and the inspector were
not ti as yet, but it seemed as though
their walk was to be a long one. :

‘“Well, it's all experience,”” remarked Len-
nard cheerfully. as he trudged along, flling

his pipe. ‘* We shall know what it's like to
lead o _gramp’s life, old man. 1 ecan’'t say
1 exactly carafor it. I'd prefer a motor-car

.‘n). r.--o “'.
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‘“ Nona of your grumbles!"’ chuckled Nel-
son Lee.

““ Come to think of it.”" went on thue In-
spector, ‘" we were a couple of mugs not to
come by car. We could have crawled along
?el::ind Boz, and taken it in easy and com-
ort—-"'

“*You lazy beggar!’ interrupted Lee
sternly. ‘“ Don't you know that this walk
will do you a world of good? Exercise i3
useful."”

But even Nelson Lee had quite enough of
it that night. The trail led on and on.
through hamlets and villages, and it seemed
as though it would never end. Hour after
hour dragged by, and Boz himself was begin-
ning to gct fed-up. But for the fact that
he was hot on the trail, he would have given
up the job long since.

It was not until the first streaks of dawn
were appearing in the sky that success came.
And then the wanderers were more miles
from St. Frank’s than they cared to think
about. )

The last village had been passed through
over half an hour before, and the trackers
were now on a lonely stretch of road which
ran- almost parallel with the coast. There
were no houses to be seen in either direction,
and a small spinney lay just to their left,
off the road.

‘“* We shall find ourselves goodness knows
where by hreakfast-time,'' remarked Lennard
grumpily. **I'm so stiff that—— Hallo!"’.

‘ This looks interesting,’’ said Nelson Lee
calmly.

Boz had suddenly left the road, and had
climbed through a gap in the hedge—directly
towards the spinney. 'T'his could only mean
one thing. The end of the trail had been
reached, and the quarry was now, in all pro-
bability, sleeping amongst the trees.

‘*“ A cold job, this weather, if he’s in here,’”’
remarked the chief-inspector, as he prepared
to follow Nelson Lee through the gap.

‘“I've no doubt the fellow has a bundie
with him, and these tramps know all the
tricks,”” observed Lee. ‘' They’re hardened
to it, too, and they can gencrally find a
sheltered spot in almost any wood. But we'd
better not talk, old man, or he may take
fright. Boz, you atop close to us. Come on,
old boy!"”

They procecded through the wood slowly and
cautious!y, and Boz was the first to discover
the wanted man. The little dog dived down
into a hollow, and dlmost at once there came
a frightened exclamation in a husky vcice.

“Lummy! Wot the—— ’Ere, clear ofl,
you blinkin’ mongrel! ’'Op it!" came the
voice, in a decidedly startled tone.

“It's all right, my friend.”’ called Nelson
Lee quickly. ‘“ We don't wish to harm you
in the least. You needn't worry yourself.”

A few seconds later Lee and the inspector
were down in the hollow—which was, indeed,
quite dry and protected—and a stump of a
candle bad been lighted. The stranger was
a regular ‘' gentleman of the road,” und he
cyed his visitors with suspicion and unrasi-
ness.

* Wot's the mister?’”” he

came, asked,
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looking at Nelson Lce. ‘* Who are you. an’
wot d'you mean by comin’ ’'ere——""

* The fact is, my friend. yon may possibly
be able to give us some information concern-
ing an incident which occurred pear Bellton
last night—or, rather, the night bclore last,
eince it is now dawn,”’ said Lee quietly. * You
needn’t be alarmed, for we are by no means
hostile.”

*1 don't know nothin’, guv’nor!”’ gasped
the man hoareely. “I'll bet a quid you're
‘tecs, an’ 1 knew 1 should git into trouble
over that bloomin’ affair. But it ain’'t often
I git a chance of pocketin’ a bit—— I don't
know nothing’, T tell yer. It ain't no good
quesgticnin’ of me, either. My name’s Ned
"Awkins, an’ I come from Peckham——"

** Quite so, Mr. Hawkins,”’ interrupted Nel-
son Lece. ** And you must get the idea out
of your head that we mean, to garrest you.
This gentleman is a detectiveé officer, but if
you will help us, as we hope, you will be
rewarded richly for your eervices. So don't
look so scared.”

“Try some of this,” invited the inspector
ehecrily.

He passed his whisky-flask over, and Mr.
Hawkins took a swig, and was much com-
forted. After that a confab took place, and
it was fully daylight by the time a move was
made. . ‘

“\We s&hall Just be able to do it,”’ said
Nelson Lee, glancing at his watch. * The
inquest starts at ten, and it is now just
after half-past seven. We've got nearly two
hours and a half—and it will neceesary to
find .a railway-station or a motor-car. I
don’t think we'll walk back.”

“ 1I'm sure we sha'n’'t!” said the inepector
fecchngly.

L B

CHAPTER VI.
THE INQUEST.

EN o'clock was just striking when an
old-farhioned motor-car pulled up in
front of the George Inn, in Bellton
Hizh Street. The car disgarged Chief

Petoctive-Ingpector Lennard, Nelson Lee, and
Mr. Ned Hawkins.

** Just comfortably in time,”” said Nelson
).ce cheerfully.

They had had some little difticulty. From
the epinney it had been necessary to walk
three miles in order to reach o raitlway-
station—motor-cars were out of the question
on that lonely part of the coast. And they
had bcen deposited in Banpington, only to
tind that there was no c¢nnnection to carry
them on to Bellton.

Accordingly, the first available motor-car
had bcen hired. And, while it wus being dug
nut of its grave—as the inspector put it—
they found some breakfast, and demolislied
it. Mr. Hawkins was provided with a clean
collar and tie and a shave. He nceded all
three most urgently.

“1 don't ’'arf fcel mervous, guv'nor.” re-
marked Mr. Hawkins, as he eyed the George
Inu uncertainly. “ 1 ain’t never attended a
hinquest, afore.”’

‘* That's all right,”’ said the inspector. ' Al

19

you've got to do is to get on your hind lega
and tell the jury what you saw. Simply
answer the coroner’s questions, amd you'll b
cafe. And stick to the truth all the time.
There's a fiver for you, if you eurn it.”

“Lummy! I'll "ave a good try!" devlareld
the wi'ness.

“ But, remember, thut's only kindness on
cur part,’ Leonard reminded him., " It'a
your duty to give your evidence in any case,
and you've got to do eo. 1t's quite possible
that you won't get a farthing; it all de-
pends. You’ll only get it if you stlek to the
trutb. If you try to fake your evidence—
even onut of kindness for us—you'll tind your-
self locked up.”

Thus warned, Mr. Hawking was fully re-
solved to give hi3 evidence in a straight®
forward fashion, and to relate the truth
and nothing but the truth.

The inquest had not yet started. although
it was in active preparation. Sergeaut Don-
nell. Starke, and several College Houco
servants, were subpcenaed for the inquest.
Dr. Brett was also to be there, in order to
zive medical evidence. The body was lying
at the village mortuary, just across the road.
dt was really a little outhouse, which hadl
been converied into a mortuary for the time
belng.

Hawkins hadn’'t heen subpcenaed, for thern
wasn't time for that. But he was quite
ready and wiling to tell all that he knew.

There s no need to go into full detaile.
The jury viewed the body, and were not look-
ing very steady after that ordeal. Thry
trooped into the big room at the rear of the
inn, pale and almest scared. Their glancos,
for the most part, were reeserved for Dr.
Stafford. as he stood between two constables
coiifronting the court. The Head was quite
composed, although suffering keenly.

As 4 commencement, the medical evidence
was takcen. Dr. Brett, having bheen sworn,
described the condition of the dead man as
he had been found early the previous moru-
ing.

**There can be no doubt,” said Dr. Brett,
“*that the colonel’'s death was caused by
many violent blows upon the head with somo
heavy instrument. It is suggested that a
poker caused the injurics, but T can only say
thut the poker must have heen wielded witiy
amazing force.”’

‘“ Were those injurics sufficient to cause
death—alone?”’ inquired the coroner.

**Oh, yes,”" said Dr. Brett, 1 =zhoull
judge that the first blow caused insensibility,
and the other blows were inflicted after the
victim had fallen. Tha® probably accounts
;m' the terribly battered condition of the
ace.”

** Have vou examined Dr. Staflord?’ ashed
the coroner.

I have.”

‘* And do vou think he is physically capable
jof having caused the injurice to the de-
ceaped?”’

*That is a rather difficult question to
answer,”’ replicd the doctor. * Once the de-
ceased was unconscions, Dr. Stafford conlil
quite casily have inflicted the injuries. A hoy
could have Jdone so, indeed. But ¥ find it

[
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werful man auch
have bhecen over-

hard 10 belleve that a
as Colonel Clinton couwl
powercd by the prieoner.”

“1s¢ there nn evidence to suggest that the
dectawd was taken by surpriee?”’

'* None. There are no injuries whatever at
the back of the head, and it #s thus obvious
that all the hlowa were directed from the
front,”’ said the doctor. '] wish to add.
aleo, that it has struck me that a far heavier
weapon was used to commit the crime than
the poker which was found.”

There more medical evidence, and
Nelaon lee gave much of it. But it all
centred round the same subject—that Colonel
Cinton had been done to death by somo

Hoad's sllppelr;. also  blood-stamed, was
picked up in the mourdered man’'s apartment.

And then Nelson Lee was again called, and
ho told the jury all the facts concerning the
poker—that the finger-prints on it were those
of a gtrange hand. and that Dr. Stafford had
not touched it. Detective-Impector Lemmard,
whose word was of great weight, also teeti-
fled to this fact, and pointed out that Dr.
Stafford had certainly not rephiced the poker
in his library alter the murder was com-
mitted. The Inspector also suggested the
theory that the whole thing was a plot
againet Dr. Staflord, and intimated that he
was in a position to submit evidence which
would prove that the orime was committed
nutaido the school property, and that the
body wws coaveyed to the College House
afterwards.

Therc was quite a sensatiop at this piece
nf naws. and inrvmmen haran ta lank at one

[ ARA BT} UiaE Gl §av.

“ The Head wasd TSt asleep at two O'CIOOk,"l
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repeated Starke. ** And at that very time
somcbody was downstairs, in Colonel Clin-
ton's atudy. I can’'t eay who that somebody
was, because I only saw a shadow; but it
wasn't the Headmaster. And I don’t think
the jury will be willing to agree that Dr.
Statlord would calmly go to sleep immediately
after killing a man.”

‘“ Parhaps not,”” said the coroner; ‘' but
you must not depart from your evidence to
express opinions, my boy. And you must re-
member that you are speaking on oath. Do
you swear that you heard Dr. Stafford snor-
ing in hia bedroom at two o'clock?”

“Yes -1 positively swear it,”" said Starke
steadily.

master waa the victim of a plot, and that he
had not hecn in any way connected with the
muwrrder. It had already bheen pointed out
by Nelson Lee that the presence of a blood-
stained handkerchief and one of the Head’'s
slippers in the dead man’s study meant little
or nothing. On the face of it, the evidence
seemed conclugive, hut Nelson Lee soon dis-
posed of it.

The handkerchief could easily have been
secured from the Head's study—from the
pocket of an old coat—and the slipper cer-
tainly had been sccured.from the study. The
same applied to the poker. All this had
happencd after the Hexd had retired for the
night and wbile everybody was asleep.

It was for the jury to decide whether the
evidence pointed to the fact that Dr. Staf-
ford himself had left tho:e incriminating
articles in Colonel Clintan's study, or whether

thar had houn dAoliharoataly nlacrnddl thoea
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obvious that his testimony 'would he of ims
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rortance. Moreover, Starke had already in-
timated that such a witness was available.

**You have heard the story of this mur-
der?”’ asked the coroner.

** Yes, sir.”

“ Very well, tell the court what yocu know.™

* That's easy,” said Mr. Hawkins. ‘ The
night afore last 1 was fairly on me huppers
-—without the price of a drink in me pocket.
My idea was to git to Caistowe afore the
wornin’—me knowin’ a pal-—"’

‘“ Quite s0,”” interrupted the coroner. ** But
you muet coiifine yourzelf to the matter in
hand, my man. I understand that you passed
Nt. Frank's College in the early hours of the
morning?”’

“ Yus, that’s right, sir,”” said the witness.
nodding. ** An® a rare fright J got, too. 1|
didn’t know the place was g school at that
time, an° I was trudging Wlon®, feelin’
bit lopnesome-like. A feller ain't exactly
‘appy when ’‘is stummick ain‘t hin filled for
over forty-eight hours. Mind, I'd "ad a few
scraps, ‘ere an’ there, hut not wot you might
call a squaro meal.”

*“* What did you see near the school?” asked
the coroner pointedly.

* Well, it was this 'ere way, sir,”” said Mr.
Hawkins, ‘‘Jest as I was walkin' past the
‘igh wall. I seed somethink movin'. An
then I stood stock still, reg’lar scared out o’
my wits. For there, jeat again the wall,
was a4 man with somethink on 'is back.”

“ Did you sce what the something was?”’

“Yus, I did, sir.”

‘“ Tell the court what you saw.”

It was the dead body of another man.”
Arid the witness impressively. ** Mind, 1
ain’t tellin’ no lies—it's the truth, as sure
as I'm atandin’ 'ere! That bloke wus carryin’
a bloomin’ corpse!’

There was quite a bhig scnsation in the
court now, .

** You are positive that the man was dead?”

“* Any man with ’is face busted-in like that
poor chap’s was would be dead,” declared
the other huskily. ‘It fair give me a turn,
I can tell yer.”

**You have viewed the body?" asked the
coroner sharply. .

‘“Yus, sir!” :

‘“ And you identify it as the bhody you saw
outside the school property?”

‘“It’s the same, an’ I'll swear that fifty
times if you want me to,”” declared Mr.
Hawkins,. *‘“ Well, as soon as the bloke
spotted me starin’® at 'im, 'e dropped the
other poor chap an’ reg’lar gasped. Then
‘e come up to me an’ stared into my face.”’

‘“ Can you describe this man?’

‘““ Not very well, sir. It was dark, pretty
nigh, an’ all T can say is that ‘e was a
furrin’-lookin’ cove, with a big black heara
an’ bushy eyebrows. ’'Is eyes fair shone at
me, an’ 'e was tremblin’ all over. °‘You've
seen nothin’, my friend. Understand?” ‘e
s¢z. ‘ None o’ your games,” I sez. ‘I've seen
that feller wot’'s now lyin’ on the ground.
'E’'s a dead man,” I sez, ‘an’ you can’'t kid
me, mister.” Well, the furriner grabbed 'old

=1

tongue.  This aftair 4in’'t no concern o’ vours,
so forgit it. There's five quid there, an’ yon
oughter think yonrself licky.” Well, I took
the money dazed-like, an’ walked away."”

*“ Did this man speak in pure English?”

** No, sir—'e "ad a kind o' furrin accent,
relicd the witneas. ‘* An' 'e stood in the
middle o’ the road, watchin’ me, until 1
turned the bhend. 1T 'ad ‘arf a mind to go
back. ‘cos I'd left me cap agin the diteh,
‘avin® dropped it there in my fust fricht. But
the thought o' that dead man unnerved me
proper. An’ I walked on, an’ met ancther
bloke.”’

“*Who was he?”

**That voung feller sittin’ over there.”” «aid
Mr. Hawkins, indicatinz Starke. 1 rvas
fair off e ‘ead that night, an’ I believe |
was ‘aif dotty. Any'ow, [ told that there
voung feller wot I'd seen, onlv disjointed-
like, an’ didn’t realise that I'd bhin blahhin’
until 1I'd eollected me thoughts.” '

* Why didn't ycu inform the
what vou had seent”

Mr. Hawkins ccratehied his head.

** Jt sounds cazy. sir. but 1 ain't like one
o' you gents.”” he replied., * Suppasin® 1'd
gorn to the cop=? Like as not they woubl
‘ave jugzed me! I reckoned my hest plan
was to lie low an’ say nothin’—an’ that five
quid was ‘andy. too. Mebbe I was wrony -
but I've told the truth. An' I reckened that
the perlice would git busy on the job with-
out me huttin’ in. But if I can b of any
‘eip. I'm only too willin'.”

“Did you see which direction
with the body came from?”

‘““No, sir. ] come acrost ‘im agdden, an’
I s'’pose ‘e was crouchin’ agin the wall, tryin®
to ‘ide ‘isself until I'd got by, An’' I was ¢9
scared that I wasn’t rightly resvonsible for
wot I. did. T was mortally afraid o bemt'
look up for "avin’ somethin’ to do with the
murder. That's why [ never went to the
perlice. 1 come aerost the affair hy acci-
dent, an’ thought I'd best iorgit it, as the
furrin bloke told me.”’

The tramp’s evidence was zoon e ncluded,
and then one or two minor witnesses were
called, and the coroner addressed the jury.

He re-told the evidence in brief, and asked
the jury to consider their verdict carelully
and thoroughly. He pointed out that th-
evidence was of a rather conflictine character,
and he realised that the jury had a comewhat
difficult task. It was not for him to .ive
a hint in either direction.

A hush fell upon the court, and only the
whispering of jurymen could be heard. They
consulted together at some length. Mcan-
while, the spectators were looking from the
jury to the accused- man. Dr. Statford was
citting straight and upright, as though poai-
tively confident of being acquitte:d. There
was not the slichtest sign of guilt or fear
upon his lined. kindly face.

The foreman at last announced that the
jury had agreed, and the coromer put the
formal inquiry.

“We find,”

l"()]ict.' of

the man

said the foreman, amid:t -

o’ my shoulders, an’' then- shoved a pile o'| tense hush., “ that the deceasd met hia deat

~ money into my fist. *‘Take that,’ ‘e

aez. ‘*Clear out o' this distriet, an® ‘old your

by being heavily battered about the heast
hy some blunt instrument. which might, or
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might not, have been a poker. Furthermore,
we find that tbhe accused man, Dr. Stafford,
is entircly innocent of the charge brought
against him. The crimc was committed by
some person or persons unknown.'’

** Sp id!"" whispered Nelson Lee
Jennard's ear.

The coroner nodded.

““That is a verdict of wilful murder against
someé pcerson or persons unknown,”' he said
quietly, and entered it into his notes accord-

into

ingly.
The C(Court rose, amid great excitement.
Dre. Malcolm Stafford, the Hcadmaster of

St. Frank's, had been found innocent by the
coroner's jury. Of course, the verdict of a
coroner’'s jury was not of much concern, and
it was wondered whether the police would
allow Dr. Stafford to go immediately, or
whether there wonld be a host of formalities.

Owing to Detective-Inspector Lennard’'s pre-
aence, however, the Head left the (eorge Inn
a frce man—entirely cleared of all suspicion
and without a stain upon-his character.

It was undoubtedly a splendid trinmph for
Nehon Leec.

breath-

*

CHAPTER VII.
WII0 KILLLD THE (OLONEL ?
¢ ELL, guv'nor?'’ 1 asked
lessly.
I was standing just outside the
Gearge Inn, and addressed Nelson
Lee eagerly as he emerged from the old
porch. Morning leasons were over, and I
had cycled down to hear the verdict. A
cpowd .of other fellows were waiting on the
oier side of the road.

*1 thought you would be here, Nipper,’
smiled the guv'nor. ‘' Our eflorts, I am
clad to suy, have bheen quite satisfactory.
Dr. Stafford has be:n cleared of suspicion,
and he is now as free as you or 1.”

“ Oh, thank goodness!’ 1 gasped fervently.

And, without waiting for another word, [
lashed across the road to where Montie and
Tommy were walting. Handforth and Co.,
ind Pitt and De Valerie and Grey—a whole
‘rowd of chaps, in fact—were there, too.

“It's all right, my sona!"’ I exclaimed joy-
fully. ‘*The Hcead's * Not Guilty,” and every-
thing’'s all serene.”

““Hurrah!" yelled Handforth.

“Oh, begad!” said Sir Moutie. ‘* What
rippin’ news!"

‘* No checring here. mind,”” I went on
quickly. * We'll buzz back to the school and
prepare a rousing reception for the Head.
We'll let him see that we've been staunch
all the time!"”

‘“ Ruther!"

‘ (ood old Dr. Stafford!”

‘“ And don't forget that we've got to thank
Mr. Lee!"” said Reginun!d Pitt calmly. ‘' If
Mr. Lee hada’'t worked like a trcoper, the
Head would bave been found guilty by those
‘twelve good men and true'!"”

‘““Twelve (fatheads, you mean!” shiffed
Handforth. ¢ Thete's never any telling what
these rural juries will do. 8Still, the Mead's
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free, and it's time for rejoicing. You see,
I was right all along!”

We grinned, and mounted our bicycles. A
moment later the whole crowd of us were
pedalling away at full speed towards St.
Frank's.

“Your guv'nor was out all night, wian't
he?”’ asked Jack Grey, who cycled next to
me. '

"*Yes, I think so—looking for that chap

Hawkins,”” [ repliad. ** The guv'nor and Mr,

Lennard must have had a fearful walk -huee
they got their man. Hawking's evideice
turned the scale, I believe.”

I was feeling extremely elated. Nelson
Lee had done much, .hut I couldn't refrain
from giving myself fust a little pat on the
back for the share Study C had taken in the

r'game.

If we hadn’'t got Nicodemus to play that
trick on Starke, Nelson Lee would have known
nothing about Hawkins, and Starke himself
would not have given his evidence. So the
affair would have gone against Dr. Stafford

absolutely.

As we neared St. Frank's we met other
fellows on their way down, and the news was
imparted to them with much joy. And when
we finally entcred the Triangle a counsider-
able crowd was waiting there.

Within five minutes every living person
within St. Frank's knew the truth, and there
were many outbursts of enthusiastic cheering.
The fags let themselves go thoroughly. and
the seniors even s0 far forgot themselves as
to send up a cheer. Their dignity counted
for nothing at such a moment.

The gloom which had settled over the old
school was lifted on the instant, and the
tragedy of Colonel Clinton’s death was almost
forgotten for the time being. The very
thought that the Head might be sent for trial
on a charge of wilful murder had cost a
black cloud over St. Frank's.

Relief was )expressed everywhere. The
masters were immeasurably delighted, and
breathed freely once more. But everybody
recognised that Nelson Lee's eflorts were
mainly responsible for the change.

It was just upon dinner-time when Hund-
forth came rushing into the lobby. He was

obviously excited, and his arms were waving.

“ Come on out, yon chaps!'’ he roared.

“ Rats!"’ said Pitt. “ It's nearly dinner-
time."”

“ Blow dinner!"' bellowed Handforth. ‘ Mr.
Lee’s coming up the road—"'

*“Oh, good!”

‘““ And the Head's with him——"

*“ Hurrah!"

There was a uick rush, and Handforth was
swept aside ruthlessly. This was rather un-
kind, considering that he had brought the
news. By the time the crowded lobhy had
cleared, Handforth was dazedly wondering
how many earthquakes had happened. He
had been pushed against the wall, hid cap was

over his eyes, and practically all the breath
had been knocked out of him.

** Oh, my goodness'!” he gasped. ‘' The—the
awful rotters!”

He staggered to his feet and rusked out into
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the Triangle with the full intention of
exacting instant reprisals. But before he
could carry out his warlike intentions, Nelson
Lee and Dr. Stafford turned in at the gate-
way. They found the Triangle literally
packed with excited, enthusiastic juniors and
a sprinkling of seniors.

**Dear me!'" exclaimed the Head mildly.

‘* Welcome back to St. Frank's, sir!” 1
shouted. .

** Hear, hear!”

‘** Three cheers for Dr. Stafford!”

** Hip, hip, hurrah!"”

The cheers were given with a will, although
they were rather more subdued than usual.
No fellow absolutely let himself go, but
cheered in a restrained kind of way. But
there was a world of affection in' those
cheers. li y

At last the commetion subsfded—and then
broke out again when Sir Montie called for
cheers for Nelson Lee.

** Hurrah!”

Again and agaiu the old Triangle resounded,
and 1 noticed that several masters were at
the windows, and that quite a number of
sefvants were looking on—and cheering, too.
It was indeed a moment of joy for Dr. Staf-
ford. And Nelson Lee was by no means un-
conscious of the horour.

‘“ Boys, I scarcely know what to say in
reply to this demonstration!’’ exclaimed the
Head, with moist eyes. *‘ It has given me
courage and strength to know that you all
believed in my innocence when the position
was at its blackest.”

** Rather, sir!’”’

‘“ We kunew you were inunocent, sir, all the
time.”

*“ Hear, hear!” :

‘“ But you must not overlook the fact,'
went on the Head, '‘that my peril would
have been very grave indeecd but for the

wonderful assistance of Mr. Nelsoh Lee. He
succeeded in—-—"'

** Hurrah!t”

‘“ Three cheers for Mr. Lee!”

The demonstration went on, and it was

quite impossible for the Head to say any-
thing further. ‘80 he and the guv'nor fled
indoors with as much dignity as possible
under the circumstaaces—considering that
they were surrounded and followed by a

shouting crowd.

The dinner-be|l went just in time to put
a stop to the excitement. Everybody was
glad that there were to be no Jessons in the
afternoon—it was a half-holiday. The fellows
would be able to do justice to their feelings.

But after dinner I thought it just as well
to have a word with Nelson Lee—because I
wanted to ask him for details concerning his
adventures of the night; and I wanted to
know all about the inquest, too.

The guv’nor was in his study, but he wasn't
looking quite 20 delighted as I'd expected to

.
.
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find him. There was a very thoughtful ex-
pression on his face as he stood before tl.e
fire, smoking a cigarette.

** Jolly fine, guv'nor!”
thusiastically.

" Quite so, Nipper—as far as it goes,” he
replied shortly.

**What do you meun, sir?"

*“1 mean, Nipper, that we have only pro-
gressed a very short distunce in the investl- -
gation,’”’ said Nelson Lee quietly. *‘If you
will sit down, I will just tell you what
evidence was given at the inquest, and anv
other details you are anxious to hear. I
believe you are interested?”

** Oh, rather, sir!”

The guv'nor soon told me all that had
passed, and I nodded approvingly when his
story wus at &n end.

‘*Jolly fine, sir!" I said, again. ** Why,
things couldn't be better. What do you
mean by saying that we've only progressed a
short distance?”’

Lee tossed his cigarette-end into the fre.

** My dear Nipper, so far my efforts have
heen crowned with success,” he said slowty,
* It is only fair to acknowledge that you
played quite an important part. The Head-
master is back at St. Frank's. cleared from
suspicion, and with his fair name as highly .
honoured as ever.”

“Isn’t that something to shout about. ajr?*
I asked.

** Undoubtedly,” agreed the guv'nor. - But
what of the rest? Who is responsible for the
murder of Colonel Clinton?
the foul crime?”

Who eemmitted

I scratched my head.

“*That's a twister, sir,”” [ confessed.

" We have established the fact that Dr.
Stafford is innocent: but we have only added
to the mystery,”” said Nelson Lee ealmiy.
‘““ That is the position, Nipper. Aceording to
Hawkins's evidence, u foreigner is the culprit
—but I do not readily uceept that view.’

I stared.

** You think that Hawkins was lying. air’"
I asked. ‘ '

**By no means; but I think that the mur-
derer deliberately assumed an accent with
the object of hoodwinking the tramp.” sald
Lee grimly. ** We shall see—and [ shall no
let the grass %row under my feet.” ‘

I regarded the guv'nor narrowly.

‘“You know something, sir!’”’ I declared.

““Do I, Nipper?”’ he smiled. * Well, per-
haps so. I have. at least, formed a theory,
and I am highly suspicious in a certain
direction.”’

‘“ What's the theory, sir?” -

‘““ Ah! You'll have to be patient, young
‘un!’” said the guv'nor, shaking his heqd.
**1 will promise you that the end will soon
come now—but for the moment I can say
no more."” _

And with that I had t0 be satisfled.

1 exclaimed en-

THE END,
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The [irst Clapters.

BAsiL HooD is a new boy at Littleniinster School.

' On his arrival he inakes a friend of

JOUN CHALLIS, g Senior in the Fifth Form.

MYERS and COGGIN are (wo bullies, who, wilh
some others, try to make Challis join the
“Clubds,” an elic society. Herefuses, and
they delermine lo send him lo Covenliry.
He (s persuaded laler by Mr. Evans, a masier,

1o join. Challis takes Hood fishing in «
punt, which gels cast adrift. Later on
Grainger, the Captain, sees Challis at the

nets, and asks him h;‘ﬂay Jor the next sizteen
against the eleven. eanwhile Basil suspeals
Mpyers of casting lhe punt adrift, since he
,lh}und a coin ’bdg;wiug t& Aim near th; &pot.

y he pu e coin 'n a dratoer
R Mh t'ubu'i It vanishes, and Dasil sus-
pecls Myers. Challis plays a splendid
tnpings for the school against Ragley.
y. | the malch Myers is seen talking to a
lout named Joe Smart. Next
Challis and Grainger yo for a coundry twalk.
They havd a fight with Joe and his father,
gnd the (w0 scoundrels are soundly thrashed,
The trwo boys return to the echool.

(Now read on.)

Myers's Quilt.

RAINGER and Challis ascended the
etairs together, while the master
made his way thoughtfully to Myers's
study.

“ Will you come in and have u cup of tea
and a chat, Grainger?’’ asked John, as he
held the door-handle in his strong fingers.

“Doa’'t mind it I do. I feel a8 it tea
would be relreohinghattcr that set-to— "

Ohallis opencd the door, and they paascd
into the study together.

But no esooner had Challis crossed the
threshold than he halted, with a cry of sur-

rise, for he saw the figure ol a boy seated

0 his armohale, with his body bent forward,
his clbows resting on his knees, and s face
buried in his hande.

The boy did not look up, didn't hear the
door open. They could hear him breathing
dee‘)ly. and his distress was obvious to them
both.

“It's Myers!" cried Chmliis, starting for:
ward.

Myecrs raised his head.
sprang erect.

“1've been waltdng for you. John Chalive,™
he cried, with & trace of the old sneer on
tis trembling lips. ' My luck's dead out. ]
sugpose you're glad to see me like this?
1T'm not ygoing tlo fawn to you; but I wish 1

As he saw thiem he

were dead, that's all! I wish T were
dead!”

There was a rush of feet on the stairs out-
gide and Ponsonby hurtled into the room.

‘“ Kither of you chaps se¢cen Myers?'’' he in-
quired. ** Mr. Evans is asking after him."
And then he stopped suddenly and emitted
a low whistle, for he recognised the other
boy. **What's up?”’ he asked, lowering his
voice.

‘* Oh, Myers wanta to talk to Challis,” cried
the school captain, backing towards the door.
** We'vc got a lot to clear up. May as well
stay.”” He turned ficrcely on Myere. *' Now,"
he went on, * perhaps you'll explain why you
stood by and allowed that cad Smart to half
kill young Basil Hood?”

Myers started back, moistened his lips,
and tried to utter a flerce denial.

*“It's no good! We've just been to Smart’a
cottage,”’ said Grainger. ‘ Challis thrashed
the hound! He owned up. Denial is useless,
Myere.”

The boy dropped afain into the
chair. ‘

1t means ruin for me'
Mason,”” he growled.
pelled —"’

““And it'll be a jolly good job for the
scheol, Grainger,” said Ponsonby flercely. *' 1
suppose you've been wondering, like most ol
the others, what hold that blackmailing
scoundrel has over Myera? 1 know.”

He felt in his pocket, pulled out the coin
that Baeil had found on the river bank, and
held it out for Myers to see.

** This helongs to you, I believe?’’ he cricd.

Myers stammered helplessly.

* Yes. it's mine,”’ he faltercd.
weeks ago.”

‘* Ponsonby, what's the meaning of this?"”
demanded the Littleminster captain.

‘“Oh, yonu remember the accident to John
Challis, when that punt got adrift and young
Hood was nearly drowned?’ saia Ponsomby,
pumping the words out with difliculty, owing
to his indignation. ' Well, that cad let the
painter loose. It was no accident. He delibe.
rately sent them hurtling down the river;
and if it hadn't heen for Challis's pluck,
thev'd both have gone over the weir.”’

Challis turned and gazed at Myers. Guilt
was written on his face. Had he denied the
accusatior ever so strenuously he would not
have been helieved.

v 90."" said John dreamily. ‘‘that was it,
eh? I knew the punt could neve: have gout

(Coptinued on p. iii of cover.)

arm-

He'll go to Dr.
1 shall be ex-

“1 lost It
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adrift of ita own aecord. And "—he stepped
up te Myers, clutched him by the shoulder,
tent to hise the words into his ear—'* i that
why Smart is blackmailing you, Myers? |Is
it? Speak up! Better break with him, at
any sate, even if it's by telling the truth.-
Myers raised his head. _
" Yes,”” he mputtered feebly. ‘“ That's it.
lle was there. -He eaw me do it.- But,

ni
. He felt- sorry for Myers, although he
thoroughly disliked his enemy. John would

have interceded for him if he cowld, even
thought of doing sg; Lut as his eyes wan-
derea over the ground below he saw an open

cab drive up and recognised the fellow who
was seated in it.

1t was Joe Smart, with a shade over ome
eyc and plaster ob his cheek. And the eab

S E—




v
captain of the school, should o0 demean “our:
self as tu er— Why “did “you d& it,
(“rpinger?”

The school captain glapced at (ud ,and
*ohn glanced back.

Bhen Challis advance d a step. e

“ May I explain, sir,”” he said. ** I tnunk 1

Anowsmore .lhunt, it thm (irainger daoes.”’

“ Very., well, - Proceed:’ .

John Challis,’ -.pcanm“ q!mtlv hul firngy,
at once |rllln'.:ul into’® his - story, -OI)!E.f,i."l:..'
nothing... Only when=he « mentioned young
Basil’'s name :md told how ill thé" nay hid
haen“when he found thim lying senseie. s in his
room the night before did he bet wy dny
emotion. wrsihatiy 3 : .« aie
‘Dr. Mason, listening in silence, wii' uil eyes
fixed on, Challis’s .face, frowned = m Jghn
repfated ghe interview he had had  with the
mnn-wt T, when Basil blurted out tu> truche

‘ J.8¢e,” he cried>when the story,was «%d.
N ‘wl you and Grainger we nt to Sraart’s £o0
de Hllllcl the truth from nim?’’. ..

Y e, e iy b -

“Wm/!- And it was oswing to hi* atticade
that nw attacked him:x Would. van haye
thrashed him if. he had =apolpgfed “2nd
Eumbled~himself; might® I - askaChaliia?

“I'm_afraid I.showdd;- sir," wanswereil John,
4 hot spot’ ~hu\~in on .both his* chegks. :
couldn't have Képt-imy hands off the buliving
brite, =- \h.l see, . 1'd- seen Basii -~ Hooa
.l'nl|-———--' % o NG

'“h H(.l\[ Wi l.ul him back. ' g EHEAI T

Hl.lt ‘\IH tlu h‘ cried. | DNO Ol
AETee ‘to 1"1: substance of " Chaiis's Story
(el m"cr ' 3 B TN gt e "
el Yes, sir.  Challis has gnoken the trath
without eshrggerationt’ === 2 % e i,

“.Or excuse,” .said .Dr.. Mason, frot uig
‘““Well, gentlemen, 1 am satisfied.”- And ¥
this féllow has.come” to me ‘with' a whinlyg
accusation directed against ‘Myers.” " Do you
know,  Challis, ‘why it was your punt .gont
adrift” on the Awle?" o T g

& ' =T T oy ' ' o

Again the doctor frowned, gazing hatd at
Myers,” whose hangdog expression tord now
humiliated e felt. g 2

‘““ Myers has confessed everything,”’ he cried
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him unfit to 1ssoc|¢1e» ?lbh the - _
school. He is leaving Tittleminster to-morrow
morning. 1 have already Wwr and tele
acraphed to his ther. Myera--)ou can go.

The boy tu neg away likeé a whipped cur.

“ Yes,»sir,’ Jhesmuttered, and w:thbut
glance at any of them“hé left the’ oo

* As for the biackmailer,” cried Dr.-Masan
when Myers hful one; - “* his sphere of AEetn!
ness -is shattered. I will " not place - th
matter 1a The hdlt(ls of the-police, for-youn
Hood is p ogressing splendidly, and 1 do 'no

a p.blic scandal to be aimed again:

waL®

my :choc But there are other wags

dealinz fw::h a scoundrel of this Kind.
Smart started and stepped fnrward lm O

eve rolling at the ‘door.
“Wot>do yver mean?’’ he cned “ Lo
‘ere, don’t. you come dn) of your tncl\- Wil

me !’ s A

Al (.r.nnﬂor cried the doetor, turmnw u
the cufl sof hl-i rir_:lltislct':u{.'f‘ vOou are ‘“ti
strongest "her Hoist him up! Challis, »

livans, .1 Rhﬂl be “obliged if you will help

In a flash they sawsthe docetor’s dutt,” an
seizine “tne < strugehng a'rd shouting bull
tamed him quickly.’ *
v Grainger, grasping his Wﬂsh as_in-a vi
sot~him on to his back and held him t}u.
white.Challis and Mr. Evans n\ed him by ti
ankles. <t -

‘Dr. zMason thtn seize d, \tllmn
\~lmh chelreserved tore ~p€-cnu.m Casioneg,
whita» he shad: not - had anf® opporiunity
usinG , for anany. a long day.  His ltps. 1
curve ci in”wgrim amile. His eyes d:mm:d Wi
;lP]lI‘CtILth("dOh"’]lt b 5ot L "

tapding back.2and bracing mmqvl: neatl
'h- Imuk the switeh whistle-through the al
and the.thud. that followed was when it ¢
scended with unerring aim and scicnfificall
applied ¥foree on the stoutest pnrt.un ol J
Hm@rt anatomy.

For five long minutes tne switeh whistl:
it rough the air, and‘ the echoing cuts ma,
o1, 1, musie, . while smothered cries, “rinzn
curs s, howls‘for mercy, cringing whines, a!
uncoL*h blubbering penetrated even to. ©
remate. **of the schoolrooms, where. tite bo
caasing wheir labours, ustened in awe - trwk

silence. b,»

[

g \\\lh
‘ai

*“ He has been guilty ol cgnduct that rendeis| Jo be conbluded.) ac
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